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POEMS. 



GOD BLESS THE PURITAN! 

I. 

God bless the Puritan ! 
New England, as one man, 

Its parent stock 
Blesses, and aye will bless 
The exile of distress — 
Of wave and wilderness— 

Of Plymouth Rock! 



II. 



God bless the Puritan ! 
Whom king and bishop's ban 
Drove to this shore ; 
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Whose prayers for Heaven^s grace 
Rose in the tempest's face, 
Whose praises swelled the bass 
Of ocean's roar. 



rn. 
He, when old despots swayed 
Sceptre in Britain, laid 

There, broad and deep, 
Foundation, on which stands 
The bulwark of all lands, 
The Liberty, thy hands, 

Creator! keep. 



IV. 

He, in this western clime, 
Example to all time 

Gave, of true law ; 
Confirmed by Nature's light. 
Fixed by Man's equal right, 
And, to keen Europe's sight, 

Without a flaw. 



POZ Kg. 
V. 

The Puritan is dead! 
ffis yeneiable head 

Pillows below. 
His grave is with us seen, 
'Neath Summer^s gorgeous green, 
And Autumn's golden sheen, 

And Winter's snow. 



VI. 

His monument, these homes. 
These city spires and domes, 

These hamlets are ; 
Science and teeming Art, 
And being's better part, 
The happy human heart — 

His deeds declare. 



VII. 

We are his children! we 
Sprang from that glorious tree, 
Whose healthful root 
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The frosts and heats defied,— 
Whose trunk towers up in pride, 
Whose branch shoots far and wide,- 
We are the fruit ! 



VIII. 

Better than mines of gold, 
The legacy of old. 

Which he has given. 
The birthright of the Free 
To cliildren's children, we 
Bequeath, so may they be 

Favorites of Heaven I 



IX. 

Who to himself takes shame, 
Scorning that stem old name. 

Let him depart ! 
Name, monarchs may not bear, 
Name, nobles may not share, 
Exultingly we wear. 

Linked to the heart. 



PO B M8. 9 



X. 

God bless the Puritan ! 
Shall not the world of man 

Echo the cry? 
Yes, and his name shall spread, 
While Truth, he from the dead 
Exalted, lifts its head, 

Never to die! 



LOVE. 



" Were there nothing elte 
For whieh to praiie the beaTens but only Love, 
Then oolj Lot* were cause eaaagb far praiae." 

AI.FR|2> TSMKTBOW. 



True it is, oh weary toiler. 
In a path where pitfalls be, 

And where lies in wait the spoiler— 
True it is, for thee and me. 
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la the path that leads above, 
Walketh with ns watchful Love. 

Trae it is, that bid to tarry— 
Cliiistian — on thy conch of pain, 

Though we may not to thee carry 
Hope of health and ease again— 

This, thy trial-way above, 

Smoothed and guarded is by Love. 

True it is, oh weeping mother, 

At the coffin of thy boy. 
Thou hast anguish that another 

Knoweth not, and thou hast joy 
Which the unstricken may not prove, 
For the blow is dealt by Love. 

True it is, oh, sinner, broken 
As thy heart is, on the wheel 

Of Remorse, that Mercy's token 
Lifted is to those who feel. 

See it! where the healing Dove 

Flutters o'er the Cross in Love. 
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Trae it is, perplexed and troubled, 
Thou, on life's uncertain tide ; 

All thy sorrows more than doubled, 
By those dear ones at thy side ; 

That these stormy waters move 

Only at the word of Love. 

True it is, each billow 's bidden 

Only thus in wrath to go, 
And the raging deep is chidden 

In its fearful overflow. 
Were there nothing Praise to move 
But such Love, there 's cause in Love. 



THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER'S 
HARVEST. 

Tbachsr ! at the feet of love 
Taking thus thy weekly place, 

Giving lessons from above, 
With a winning voice and face ; 
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In thy patient, pious toil, 
In thy humble, holy task, 

Who may covet richer spoil ? 
Who may higher honors ask? 

Teacher! leading little ones, 

As thou dost, to Mercy's fold, 
Anxious that each wisely shuns 

Cunning wolf, and robber bold ; 
Anxious that the Shepherd's care, 

Staff and rod, the flock shall keep ; 
Canst thou cease prevailing prayer? 

Canst thou fold thine arms in sleep ? 

No ! I see thee search the Book, 

On whose page is living light ; 
And I see thee upward look 

For the grace to search aright ; 
And I see thee take thy seat 

With a heart where love hath rule, 
And, what Ood hath told, repeat 

To thy class, in Sunday-School. 



POXMf . 13 

Yes ; and while to others thou 

Dost life's lessons thus impart, 
Hoping/t(ttir« harvest, KOw 

Is the harvest in thine heart ! 
Say not, months and years to come, 

God will give the golden grain j 
Shout a. present harvest home ! 

Fruit for labor, joy for pain. 

Teacher! he who scatters seed 

O'er the fallow ground of youth, 
Gathers largely for his need, — 

Binds, for self, the sheaves of truth! 
" He who watereth," God hath said, 

^* Shall be watered ; '* who, in praise, 
Scatters to the hungry, bread, 

Finds, nor waiteth '* many days." 
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BABAJEE.* 

Oncx proud and blinded Pandit! now 

A meek, enlightened teacher, tell 
Who wrought the change within thee ? how 

Was scattered Brahmu's potent spell? 
What moved a lying, swinish, base 

Degraded, sensual slave of sin, 
To knock, and ask, with Truth, a place, 

To beg of Love to let him in ? 



* Babajee, the Cfarfathn Bnhmnn ; by Rer. HoIIii Read, 
American Misaionazy to India ; *' exfaibitinf the character of a 
Hmdoo Brahmun, both ijefore and after hb heart had been anb- 
dued bj DMne Ghnee." *' It ie not," taye the author, *< pre- 
tended that Babajee'a eaae ta a eommon one. Hia aeal for the 
converaon of his eountrTmen, hia energy of character, hla 
disintereatedneai, hie apiritaal attainment!, dlrtinipilahed him 
from the conrerta with wliom I have liad tlie lutppineaa of being 
acquainted. He waa eridently adeeted by Divine aovereignty 
aa a subject on vliom God night display the lichea of liia grace, 
ibr tlie honor of Iiis name among the beatlten, for tlie confirming 
of iaia promiKa to tlie church, and for the encouragement of mis* 
aionaiiea abroad, and the fiiends of missions at home." 



P O X M B . IS 

I read, for Lazants at the gate-— 

Lazarus, a sore from foot to crown — 
The willing angels flew to wait, 

And Grod's attending wheels came down ; 
Nor wonder — for his leprous taint 

Defiled alone the outer side ; 
Within the pauper shone the saint, 

Whom rags and ruin could not hide. 

But thou, whose outward misery told 

The nakedness and need within, 
Whose blots and blotches were the old 

Ck>miptions of polluting sin, 
That thou wast from thy dung-hill brought, 

To be a guest where kings do shine, 
Perfumed and fair, surpasses thought 

Of man, and reaches thought divine. 



We deem it nmrvellous — well we may — 
When on these Christian altars, one 

Who grace withi$tood, is led to lay 
The offering of a soul undone ! 
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The offering of a broken heart, 

Which God, in Christ, will not despise ; 
We marvel such hath gracious part 

In the Incarnate Sacrifice ! 



Though round his youthful follies dwelt 

The light of pure instruction given, 
Though his maturer sins had felt 

The brighter blaze of angry heaven ; 
Yet such is nature unsubdued, 

So hostile to the law of love, 
That, when with meltings 'tis imbued, 

We own the hand is from above. 



Yet thou, whose bud of childhood grew 

In shade of more than sunless gloom, 
Who gav'st to Krisma and Vishnu, 

The precious flower of manhood's bloom, 
Whose eye, on cunning shasters fixed. 

Ne'er rested on the book of God ; 
Whose vain mythology was mixed 

With fables, ancient as the flood, 
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And subtleties that sense confused : 

Thou, ne'er the child of one tmc prayer, 
Mind, intellect, and will abused — 

For whom no earnest Christian care, 
For whom no watchful winning love 

Of father, mother, ever woke ; 
That thou, thus bound, should'st soar above 

Strong error's grovelling, grinding yoke, 

And in the true religion's light 

Should'st walk, and love its splendors well, 
Who only knew'st deluding night, 

And in its maze wast left to dwell ^ 
And from the tyraimy of meats 

And drinks, and penanoes of pain, 
Self given, should'st joyfully escape, 

And sunder Caste's terrific chain, 



Proves Power Almighty — nothing less- 
And teachings, high, I take from thee, 

For which I will thy memory bless, 
Oh Christian Brahmun Babajee ! 
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That Heaven sees not the wretch so low, 
Whose guilt may manhood's stamp efface, 

Nor in the veriest heir of wo, 
One Bimk beneath recovering grace. 



Yet, what art ihou?* and where am I? 

Thou, gazing on unclouded day ; 
Myself, with longings for the sky, 

A prisoner still, in cumbering clay ! 
Yet, in the lingering task of life 

Before me, shall I lessoned be, 
By thy calm faith, and prayers, and strife 

With sin, oh sinless Gossawee ! f 



1> " But we will linger no kmger about the tomb of our 
departed brother. Du«t hat returned to diut, ajihea to aahea. 
Hia spirit haa returned to God, who gvre iL His labon on earth 
are done. Hit account k eloaed; be is ainginf the long of 
Moaes and of the Lamb. Hia body repoaea under the wide-tpread- 
ing branches of a tamarind tree. May the good seed he has 
sown be watered by the dews of DiTine Grace, and vegetate and 
spring up, and become a great tree ; and, like the beautiful and 
erer-green tamarind, may it take root, and extend its bfanches, 
Uoasom, and bear much firuiL" — mkicoixu 

t Gossawee, a derotee in India, profecsing to be a holy 
spiritual instructor. 
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SWEET OUT OF BITTER. 



i< ' 



' We know not the depth of the wiidom of (hea, onr Prince. 
Who could hare thougfht, that bad been ruled bj his nuMon, 
that w much sweet ai we do now enjoy ahoitid have come out 
of those bitter trials wherewith we were tried at the fint i " — 

THB BOLT WAB. 



Sweet out of bitter God designed 
For weary, wandering man ; 

And only he who is resigned 
To God, fulfils the plan. 

And he may see, that hath an eye. 

Those purposes above, 
Written on ocean, earth, and sky — 

Wrought in the web of love. 

Complex, indeed, the set of threads 
That form the wondrous woof; 

Yet light the Almighty toiler sheds 
On work for our behoof. 
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He speaks to us — a veil between — 

In language all unknown, 
Till Faith instructs - and then 'tis seen 

As lucid as his throne. 

Yea, did we not on trial look 

With unbelieving eyes, 
'T would be to us a gracious book, 

Perused with glad surprise. 

Unyielding, if we do not hear 

The Appointer*s gentle rod ; 
With stripes, increasingly severe, 

May come a frowning God. 

His wisdom is a mighty sea ; 

And we may not explore 
The depths of his infinity, — 

That flood, without a shore. 

These griefs, like sloughs, that mar our way, 

And seem our course to blight. 
Seen thus, are green spots, where we may 

Lie down, and take delight. 
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When sounding our high harps, the chord 

That best will quicken heaven, 
Will be the anthem to our Lord, 

For all earth's trials given. 

And counting there the mercy gems, 

Set here with skill divine — 
While others fade, as diadems 

How will these sorrows shine ! 

Come, partner ! we have wept full long ; 

Full long have lain opprest ; 
Rise ! for the past give God a song. 

And trust Him for the rest. 

The cloud has lowered, the storm has rung 

Its wild blast to the heart ; 
But sunbeams on that cloud are flung— 

The storm will soon depart. 

These darkling tears, if seen aright 
The Source which bids them flow, 

Will change to those fair drops of light 
That make the rainbow's show. 
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All rebel munnurings will die, 
And -we, rebuked, and still, 

Like vanquished storms, will love to lie 
Beneath our Father's will. 



OUT OF EGYPT HAVE I CALLED MY 

SON. 

Come out of Egypt, oh, mine undefiled. 
Dove of the Lord ; innocuous, wondrous child, 
Thy foes are dead, and sleeps the sword that swept 
The homes of Rama, when their Rachel wept. 

Come out of Egypt — to that land of death 
The shut-up heavens reveal, not now, life's breath ; 
To Zion shall the Light of Life return ; 
O'er Palestine the Gospel Star shall bum. 

Come out of Egypt ; not "in haste," "by night," 
As when fear waited on Messiah's flight ; 
In peace, return to David's royal town, 
Whose throne awaits thee not, nor lineal crown. 
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Come out of Egypt ; yet, as sinks the sun, 
To rise again when night's due course is run. 
So thou, from Mizraim, shalt withdraw thy ray. 
To flood her with thy beams another day. 

Come out of Egypt ; yet to trials come ; — 
To suffering, lack of ease, of friends, of home ; 
Yea, griefs by day, at night, with tears to lie ; 
Come, thou, to be betrayed, to groan and die. 

Come out of Egypt, from the grave to rise. 
And, for its slain, to ope the eternal skies ; 
To plant Religion's rose in every wild, 
To bless a world ; — oh, come, Incarnate Child! 



THE SHEET ANCHOR. 

Is Hope '' an Anchor of the soul. 
Secure and steadfast," holy Paul? 

Theu why, where towering breakers roil, 
Is not such anchor cast by all ? 
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Exposed to time's disastrous gales, 
That drive him o'er a treacherous tide, 

When motive for exertion fails, 
How may the Sailor safely ride? 



Where on the waste of waves, a speck, 

His lazy vessel rocks below, 
O, God ! Thou see'st him pace the deck, 

In nightly watch, alone, with wo ; 
And busy conscience acts its part, 

And keen remorse awakens wrong, 
And coward fear unmans the heart, 

Where guilty recollections throng. 



The Church her anchor, on that sea. 

Keeps all a-peak before the ship. 
Nor sails without, though sometimes she, 

Surprised, doth cable cut or slip ; 
But hej untaught, is left to brave 

Those stormy terrors as he may, — 
Where Hope lights not the surging wave 

On which he drifts, and waits for day. 
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Thank God ! at length, a gallant bark, 

The Ship of Heaven, looms up in view ; 
She flies, as did the saving ark, 

Sin's ruined world, to seek a new. 
From stem to stem she 's fully manned — 

From courses to her royals, trim ; 
Her distant port, Immanuel's land, 

Her cargo, souls redeemed by Him. 

How true, by Bethlehem's sacred star. 

She steers her course, and hastes along ! 
And hark ! low winds, that sweep afar 

The rippling waters, bring her song: 
Salvation to the Sailor now ! 

There 's safety where the breakers roll ; 
For, ready swung, at stem and bow, 

Is Hope, the Anchor of the soul! 
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NATIONAL TEMPERANCE JUBILEE 
HYMN. 

BUVO BT M. C0X.B17BK, XSO., AT TBB TRXllOVT TXliPX.!, 

BOSTOV, jax.T 4, 1843. 

What boots it that yon green hill-side 

Drank in the streams of human gore, 
When fell, like grass, the British pride, 

Our fathers' sturdy front before, 
If, to a demon, all they won 

Posterity surrenders up. 
And, for the cords of Albion, 

Assumes the fettera of the cup? 

While Freedom calls her millions out. 

And stirs her trumpet from its sleep, 
And round her rallies song and shout, 

Her sacred festival to keep ; 
While Commerce halts its endless wheel. 

And Politics have leave to play, 
And Labor quits the ringing steel, I 

Resolved for sober holyday, 
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Shall not the Jubilee be kept, 

Of Liberty, restored again 
To fathers, brothers, sons, who wept 

Beneath a worse than regal chain ? 
Shall not Te Deums rise to God, — 

Who snapt and crashed its hatefiil links. 
And deep in dust the tyrant trod — 

From every soul that feels and thinks? 

Our Declaration? — 'tis the Pledoe ; 

Our Sword's good work? — the silent Still ; 
The foe, in " Ardents," felt its edge. 

But found " Tee-total " Bunker Hill ! 
Our Monument! O, God, it soars 

Above all granite shafts or domes ; 
Eternal token on our sbpres. 

Of countless happy hearts and homes ! 
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MAN IS WRONG. 



Man is wrong in his pursuits ; 
Sowing wrong, but bitter fruits 
Reapeth he. In desiring, 
He is wrong. In aspiring, 
Yea, in grovelling, he is wrong ; 
Weak in good, in evil strong. 
Wrong, the moment he beginneth 
Running in the race of life. 
At each step he only sinneth ; 
And his goal is only strife. 
Wrong in childhood, how perverse, 
Obstinate, and giddy he ! 
Wrong in youth — a frequent curse, 
Parent, is thy boy to thee : 
Wrong in manhood ; just the course 
Wisdom wameth from, he takes ; 
Wrong in age— he 's folly's source. 
Whence the wrecking torrent breaks. 
Wrong in hopes, and wrong in fears, 
Wrong in smiles, and wrong in tears, 
Wrong in object, wrong in plan. 
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Wrong in action — such is man. 
Wrong in life, his parting breath 
Ebbs out as an idle song : 
Wrong is he in awfiil death — 
Living, dying, only wrong. 
" Cynic ! " — No, a truthful sketch 
Gives my pencil of thy face. 
Here, thou seest what a wretch 
Is God's image, shorn of grace. 



GOD IS RIGHT. 



And we took aU his dties at that time, aod atterlj deetiuyed 
the men and the womeo, and the little ones to ewaj dtj ; we 
leftnoDetoiemaJn.— Dbut. xi. 34. 



Thus saith the Lord, " The Heshbonite, 

Thou, for my holy Name — 
Sires, mothers, little ones, shalt smite, 

And wrap his towers in flame." 
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Then thus sung Moses, " Glory ye 

In his most holy Name ! 
We smote sires, mothers, little ones, 

And wrapt their towers in flame." 

Thou murmurest, unsubmissive man ; 

And Reason questions why, 
In Heaven's exterminating plan, 

The innocent should die. 

Have these small pagans sin conceived 

Within llie hidden part? 
Die they, because they 've not believed, 

With all the mind and heart ? 

'T is well for the uncircumcised. 

The heathen, in his thrall. 
Who Israel's God alike despised, 

And Israel, thus to fall. 

But these — on quivering spears transfixed,' 

Imploringly to die, 
Their blood, with their pale mother's mixed ; 

Is there a cause ? — and why ? 
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How can the Jewish manhood lift 

O'er infancy, the sword, 
Nor from the chafi'the seedlings sift? 

Is this thy justice, Lord ? 

Vain fool ! and impudent as vain ! 

Would'st thou, of glow-worm light, 
Transparent Rectitude arraign, 

At thy tribunal's night ? 

What though He flings around his feet 

His darkness, like a pall? 
'T is seen by us, and thou may^t see 't — 

Light crowns the Judge of all. 

Subdue thyself to his control ; 

To his decrees, thy wit. 
Wisdom, and will, and sense, and soul, 

In deepest dust, submit. 

Snbmixl —prefer (for Reason »s blind) 
The ways of God with man ; 
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Unriddled to the trusting mind, 
Is His mysterious plan. 

The sword, that drank the stranger's blood, 

And parents smote to hell, 
Sharply, but kindly, sent with God 

Their little ones to dwell 1 



LIVING- DEAD. 



" Hx lives, who lives to Giod alone, 

And all are dead beside ; 
For other source than God is none, 

Whence life can be supplied." 

Thus Cowper sung, and Cowper knew- 
And thousands sing like this ; 

For still experience shows how true 
The Christian's source of bliss. 



PO B MS. 



33 



Such to a plant is likened well, 
That blooms where waters are ; 

Whose early buds of promise swell, 
Whose leaf is green and fair; 

That thrives and yields perpetual fruit, 
Sweet, fresh, and good to see ; 

Whose sap mounts upward from the root, 
And spreads through all the tree. 

Above its sisterhood, it towers 

In beauty (not in pride) ; 
And fragrance from its world of flowers 

It scatters, far bnd wide. 

The Husbandman comes gladly down, 

Its loveliness to view ; 
Its increase is His purchased crown ; — 

His was the labor too ! 



But those that turn their feet aside 
From Wisdom's only way, 
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And, leaving Grod, confer with Pride, 
And selfish Will obey — 

Are dead ; no more the branch is green • 

The buds no longer swell ; 
The withered leaf is sailing seen 

On winds that waft to hell. 

Stop ! thou who dost my lines peruse ; 

Monition take from me : 
Not verse, a moment to amuse — 

A message is to thee. 

Haflt thou a deep abiding root, 

O, goodly treel and tall,— 
Or art thou blasted, wanting fruit, 

And nodding to thy fall T 




POEMS. 35 



TO GERRIT SMITH,* 



OF PETERBOROUGH, N. T. 



OeaurilVO TBS sabbath with POZ.ITZ0AZ.aABAMOUBS. 

I HONORED thee, as one that took the van 
In the great fight for Freedom. Thou, I thought — 
Unmoved, unconquerable, and unbought— 
Wert Gtod's anointed, for the weal of Man, 



• Thl« veil known indiTidual, tin lately the ^neroaa nip- 
portet of everj Chriatlan enterprize, tboa ipeaba ofhia own recent 
detnonitration : 

" Faimeis requires me to apprise you (hat, should 70U appoint 
meetinga for me, there will be mach in my Addresaea to offend 
Btrict observers of the Sabbath ; much, too, that may aatooish 
some who number me among^st such observers. 

" My Addiesses will not bo what is understood by ' RcUgfioua 
Addresses on Slarery.' They will ' preach politics.' That 
sanctimonious ones should toll op the whites of their eyes, and 
shudder with holy horror, at the thought of ' preaching politics ' 
on the Sabbath— and this, too, notwithstanding they are them* 
selves promoting the election of soma libertine, or gambler, or 
duellist, or slave-holder — ia a matter of little moment. But 
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And therefore loved thee. Little may we scaa 
The hidden mystery of Will, the spring 
Of action ; or why Self should seek to fling 
Excuse's veil o'er Self's peculiar plan, 
Deeming that wrong is right. Yet to the eye 
Of true observers 'tis a sight of sadness, 
When one who occupied a seat so high 
Willingly leaves it ; yea, in party madness, 
Gives by such deed Eternal Truth the lie, 
And wakes encouraged Hell to shouts of gladness ! 

then are manj truly good people, who are not xeeonctl«d to thk 
UM of the Sabbath ; and, to wound the feelingi of aach, eren 
when it ia done in the waj of known duty, ii no inconaiderable 
trial to a benevolent and lympathiaing heart. Nererthcleaa, I 
cannot, through deference to tbuir feelinga, rcfuae the Heaven- 
coromanded duty of ' preaching politics.' I ahould indeed loro 
to lee the proposed meetings cheered and blessed by their pres* 
enee ; but, na great as would be this advantage, I would not, 
to secure it, leave them under a misapprehension of the probable 
character of my Addresses. 

"In my own Judgment, there ia no more important me to 
which the Sabbath and tlw pulpit can be devoted, in tliiacountiy, 
than ' preaching politics.' " 
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BAPTISM AT THE COFFIN'S HEAD. 



** AfreeablT to her request^ her little babe wu baptixad at ths 
bead of the coffin ofiu mother." * 



LiETH here beneath her shroud, 

Like a star beneath a cloud, 

She, of whom our love was proud. 

Common mourners are not here ; 
Sorrow, bending o'er this bier. 
Drops no inexpressive tear. 

Kind, consistent, earnest one ; 
Active — all her labor done ; 
Ripe for summons to the Son. 

Meek in her allotted place ; 
Panting for and finding grace ; 
Winner in the Christian race. 

* ObituiiTy of Mn. E. R. L. Dowse, conKnrt of ReT. Edmnnd 
Doww, of Sherburne, Mast. 
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Giving life, she yielded life ; 

Sharp the struggle, sore the strife,— 

Quick and keen the severing knife. 

In the matron's modest bloom, 
Just a mother — to the tomb 
Summoned by relentless Doom. 

Just allowed earth's purest, bliss, 
Just allowed her bud to kiss, 
Ere she perished — anguish, this! 

" Perished ? " — No ! — from this terrene, 
Borne by angels, she is seen ; 
God beholds the evergreen ! 

Stay awhile the funeral stave ! 
Stay, ere the insatiate grave 
Takes the lovely dust it gave. 

Stay I — for so she bade us — till 
We perform her dying will. 
Ere the waiting grave ye fill I 



p ox M s . 39 

Bring the precious, fatal gift ! 
Heart ! thy inner purpose sifl, 
While the fervent prayer we lift. 

Meet it is, in truthful prayer, 
Thus to God our grief and care 
To commit, and leave them there. 

Meet it is, when mothers gOj 
Thus the orphan to bestow 
On His heart who loves it so ! 

Bring it to the Coffin's Head ! 
Kneel, while solemn word is said, 
In the presence of the dead ! 

Though her little babe is nigh, 
From that bosom, where 't would lie, 
Comes not the maternal sigh. 

Beckon not the sheltering arms. 
To protect it from alarms ; 
Speaketh not the voice that calms. 
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Ah! that stream of life is dried, 
Which those tiny lips supplied ; 
Ah ! a mother's breast denied ! 



Peaceful doth that mother lie — 
Closed affection's ear and eye ; 
Heedless of her baby's cry. 

Water — of blest purity 
Emblem — do we pour on thee ; 
Little one ! reg«nerate be — 

Only by the crimson flood 
Of the Spotless, in the blood 
Of the very Son of God ! 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 
Take the helpless — take the lost. 
Purchased, once, at Calvary's cost. 

Onward ! — we have holy Joy 
Breaking on our sad employ ; 
Death ! thou canst not these destroy. 



I 
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WE TWO HAVE LINKED LOVES. 

We two have linked loves, from youth upward, 
till years 
Have sprinkled their gray now and then in my 
hair; 
And still, in the sunshine of life, or its tears, 
I 've proved thee as fond as I 've reckoned thee 
felr. 

When trouble came near, and adversity threw 
Upon me its folds of impervious night, 

The wings of the morning around me I drew, 
And, laughing at misery, fled to thy light. 



Bat there's ever some bitter in Earth's honeyed 
cup. 
Its rose is imperfect, if freed from the thorn, — 
And who, Tvhen his sum of its gold 's counted up. 
Ne'er turns from the total with loathing and 
scorn? 



42 PO S MB. 

There's still, in applause for the tracery of verse, 
And for thoughts woven in it — its diamonds tliat 

shine — 
Something wanted ; and friends, when snch praise 
they rehearse, 
Will find for that something the Poet repine. 

Sad, indeed, if his numbers do not with them 
blend 
The MOTIVE that causes and consecrates song ; 
For the flame he cares nothing, if Heaven ne'er 

send 
The Spirit that kindles and sends it along. 

Though the gods of the Pantheon I may not invoke, 
Who never on Clio or Thalia could call — 

Nor ever of Hermes or Helicon spoke, 
I've a plain English Muse, who is dearer than 
all. 

And the grief thou hast solaced for others, the wo 
Thou hast changed in some hearts to content, if 
not bliss, 
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In a world without end, without grief, I may know; 
And the thought shall prospectively please me 
in this. 

Resigned— though not classed with the butterfly 
bards, 
Who, in wantonness, play out their summer's 
day game, 
And trifle with numbers, as fools do with cards, 
The pastime of nonsense their laudable aim. 

To Love or to Fashion, such waken the lyre, 
Sans thought, wit or fancy, (too stupid to steal,) 

They sing of the crimes which they ne'er could 
inspire, 
And prate of the virtues they never can feel ! 

Turn from these to the temple, where David un- 
rolled 
Such volume of praise, lucid, lofly, and chaste ; 
When his song rose from cymbals and psalteries 
of gold, 
And Music and Poetry met and embraced. 
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Turn from these to the record where brightly on 
high, 
Steele, Wesley, and Cowper, and Heber, do 
shine — 
Whose strains, though they drew not a soul from 
the sky, 
Lured many to seek it with impulse divine. 



The unction they had, upon me be it laid ! 
Worlds were cheap for a glimpse of the path 
which they trod : 
O, the toils of his life are a thousand-fold paid, 
Whose verse has won, weeping, a sinner to 
God! 
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LIFT UP THE CROSS. 



** Whowerer will come after me, let him deny huneel^ utd 
take up fau Crxm, and ibllow me."— jzsus christ. 



Lift up the Cross, when in thy way 

Some painful duty lies undone ; 
If thou art His who bore its load, 

Thou may'st not the commandment shun. 
Lift up the Cross, and teach the world — 

Which still professions may condemn — 
Thy burning words and oaths of love 

Have more than words and oaths in them. 

Lift up the Cross, if low in dust 

Its glories by the foe are trailed, 
Though faint and faultering, be the first 

To lift it when the strong have failed. 
Lift up the Cross, that men may see, 

Though all forsake in periPs hour, 
There 's one that 's true, and only he 

Is so who knows and trusts its power. 
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Lift up the Cross, in outward show 

Of pure religion, felt within, 
Or tear it from the shrine, if so 

The gilded wood ye count a sin. 
Agreed in this — that formal sign, 

Where heart is absent, is but loss : 
Hosts of the Lord, your fends resign- 

Against the mighty lift the Cross. 



Lift up the Cross, my weary soul, 

That o'er the task has lingered long ; 
Thou fearest— nay, thou shalt not die, 

For those who touch this Ark are sticng. 
Lift up the Cross, and lift it high ; 

Its holy peace looks gently down : 
Hark, to the call to win or die! 

Now for the Cross behold the Ckown ! 
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A VOICE. 



A Voice from Earth, affrighted — 

Earth drinks the crimson flood ! 
'Tis from a human bosom, 

It is a brother's blood. 
A Voice that calls for vengeance ! 

" Revenge, O, God, the slain, 
And pour thy hottest vial 

Upon the murderer, Cain." 



A Voice of blood, where Nature 

Hath veiled her earth and skies - 
"Where, nailed between the vilest, 

For man, the Holiest, dies. 
What asketh it? — most sadly, 

In Mercy's music, too, 
It cries, " Forgive them. Father, 

They know not what they do ! " 
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THE REMEMBERED BOOK. • 

Hx who bestows a useful book 

On some ingenuous boy, 
May lodge a thought in memory's nook, 

Which ages can't destroy. 
A seed may scatter on that field, 
Whose tribute shall a thousand yield 

A harvest- home of joy. 
A casual gifl of earnest love, 

For Jesus done, to men unknown — 
That shall be set, with gems above, 

Around the eternal throne. 

Thee, little book ! a noble heart 

Made mine, in early days, 
With hope, thy lessons might impart 

Some thirst for Wisdom's ways. 
In sunshine I thy page devoured, 
I read thee when misfortune lowered, 

And read thee but to praise. 

* <' ZJon'c Pilgrim," bf Robert Ilawkar; a book gireo 
my boybood, bjr an excellent fikad. 



pos MS. 49 

My fancy, by thy beauties caught, 

Admired the portraiture divine ; 
The head retained the knowledge taught, 

The heart proclaimed, " 'tis mine." 

Years pass — I meet thee yet again, 

One half my journey done — 
Behind are toils, before is pain, 

The garland is not won. 
Experience shows how rich the truth 
Whose simple graces charmed my youth. 

And, ere my race is run, 
May I be wise a soul to win — 

As did my friend, by gifts and prayer, 
A helpless mortal snatch from sin, 

A spirit from despair. 
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WHAT HINDERS? 

What hinders, when, to bless a woild, 
(I Gusked,) the Spirit's wing is nigh, 

That Endless Life has not nnfuried 
Its symbol o'er the doomed to die? 

Ye send your seirants where the grain 
Is ripe and nodding to its fall, 

And labor may the harvest gain, 
Most plenteous, for the Lord of all. 

What hinders, when the seed is sown, 
And looks the watcher for the shoot, 

The field, with thistles overgrown. 
Rewards nor care nor toil with fruit? 



O, Church ! hast thou withheld thy store ? 
The Church, with blushes thus replied : 
" My gifts are small, I would do more 
For His dear Name who for me died. 
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" YIThile journeying op, through' sorrow's waste/ 
To Zion's hill, too oft her eye 
Turns from its glorious goal, to taste 
Inferior charms, that bloom to die. 

" Yet gold, and time, and talents, cast 
(Unworthy) in His Treasury, tell 
How feels the Church for those that fast 
Are girded by the gyves of hell. 

'* Speaks yet for her the secret plea, 
Which rises to the ear of God — 
That He will soon ' declare decree,' 
And sway the world with gentle rod. 

" Speak, too, earth's circumscribing flames, 
That kindle and each other meet, 
When Christendom, forgetting names, 
Brings incense to the mercy Hseat. 

*' At what a price she fiadn would buy 
The freedom of immortal Mind, 
Let that unconscious, bitter sigh 
O'er joys for ever left behind — 
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** Let that deep feeling which denies 
Relief in tears — the quivering lip, 
The one long glance of sonl and eyes, 
Fixed on the lessening Mission Ship, — 

" Let that wan cheek and feeble frame, 
Which tropic sickness wastes away, — 
Let whispered parting words proclaim — 
Let him who dies with pagans, say ! 

" What hinders, then, in answer made 

To toils, and tears, and faith, and prayer, 
The idol-realms are not now laid 
Before Him whose of right they are ? 

" Why is it that such pearls of heaven 
Are mehed in the promise-cup. 
If to the offerer is not given 
Assurance that they -re garnered up? '' 

And CoNsciExcK thundered: " Vain are gifts 
Of gold, and intellect, and prayer. 

Yes, and of life, if He who sifts 
The heart, sees not His image there ! " 
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HONEY IN THE WOOD. 



*' And when the people had come into the wood, behold, the 
honej dropped. Wherefore, bepnt forth the end of the rod that 
waa in hk hand, and dipped it in a honpj-eomb, and puthia hand 
to hia mouth, oud hia ejea were enlightened." — ! Samubx., 
xiT. 20, 97. 



Spent with the toil of wasting war, 
His host with him compelled to fast—' 

The longing chief of Israel saw 
Where nature furnished wild repast. 

The aged terebinth had shed 

Its pure and luscious treasure round ; 
And the rich feast lay duly spread, 

Free as the winds, along the ground. 



For there, upon the tangled grass, 
Dropt the sweet burden of that hive ; 

Yet, till the dial's shade should pass, 
No Hebrew might partake and live. 
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The monarch's son, the empire's heir, 
The leader in the conflict's van, 

The victor — say, Mrhat was he there ? 
A weary, worn, and famished man ! 



He took and ate — no more oppressed, 
From eyes, enlightened, flashed his joy ; 

O fainting soul, be thou as blest 
With drops of grace, that never cloy. 



And praise Him who leads sons of care, 
Pursued by sin and sore distress — 

From famine and from flight, to where 
There 's honey in the wilderness. 
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A THOUSAND MILES IN A THOUSAND 

HOURS. 



A jonag man in (Cambridge latelj undertook, for a wmgvr, 
to walk one thousand mile* in one thouaand coaaecudre faoun, 
and accompUahed tke fsat. 



He chose the spot, the ground surveyed, 

And carefully the place 
Examined, where he might with Time 

Contend in equal race. 

He trained his body to the task ; 

To this his mind he schooled : 
For one absorbing object, he 

All other objects ruled. 

Sense, will, affection, end and aim, 

On this alone were fixed ; 
With this great purpose of his heart 

WaA every purpose mixed. 
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He cast aside each clogging weight — 
Was odds with cumbering care ; 

Encouraged hope, and looked on fear 
Of failure as a snare. 

Behold him on his cheerful way ! 

Like needle to the pole 
He steadily pursues the path 

That points the hourly goal. 

Onward ! nor yet to the right hand. 

Nor to the left he turns ; 
Allurement, to mislead his step, 

Or hinder him, he spurns. 

Your way is barren — leave the track ; 

The field-flowers to you cry ; 
O no, for if I stray for flowers, 

A losing man am I. 

Your travel thirst induces ; lo, 
The sparkling, ruby bowl ! 
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I touch not, else to loss of race 
I add the loss of soul. 



The sun rides high ; 'tis noontide heat — 

No more the shadows stalk ; 
O, rest thee — nay, my hour is come, 

And I, perforce, must walk. 

The storm is up ! yon ebon cloud 

Is edged with fiery light ; 
The thunder speaks — stay ! no, I walk 

In angry tempest's spite. 

Now, while the wom-out world is wrapt 
In dreams, thou'lt surely sleep ; 

The veriest slave enjoys it — no! 
I, walking, vigils keep. 

Yet slumber shall beguile thee, man, 
When midnight hath thee crossed ; 

No ! for I hear the midnight cry : 
t* Wake ! wake ! or aU is lost ! " 
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Thus goes he on the beaten way, 

Like needle to the pole ; 
And steadily pursues the path 

That points the hourly goal. 

A thousand miles a thousand hours 

Must witness duly past ; 
O, wearily the index moves ; 

It touches " twelve " at last. 

And this, to compass treasures ? — no j 

A fraction of the dross 
Only rewards his patient toil, 

That might have won but loss. 

A paltry silver bribe hath power, 
Will, love, and sense to bind, 

And, to indomitable pains, 
Task, mightily, a Mind! 

Was stteh his fading prize, for which 

He obstacles put down? 
My soul ! what haist thou d<me for thine 

Imperishable crown? 
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EVERY THING IS SERIOUS ABOUT US. 

God is serious, while from us 

He withholdeth righteous doom ; 
Christ is serious, who the curse 

Took upon Him in our room. 
Holy Spirit, serious Thou 

Art in thy continued strife 
With the rebel, loth to bow — 

With the dead that hateth life. 

Serious are the Scriptures to us. 

Showing up the depths of sin ; 
Showing grace that can renew us, 

Grace that shines those depths within. 
Serious the baptismal rite, 

Serious are the bread and wine ; 
Wash me Lord, and make me white ! 

Feast, my soul ! on food divine. 

Serious is the work before me— 
Such a heart as mine to heal ; 
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Apathy, that often o'er me 
Comes, — rebellion when I feel. 

Serious is it men to warn. 
Some to counsel, some to cheer, 

And to bear unholy scorn, 
And to teach, while few may hear. 

Serious to rejoice aright, 

Or, submissive, kiss the rod ; 
And to walk approved in sight 

Of myself, and man, and God. 
Serious, science's hill to climb, 

And to borrow fancy's wings ; 
Serious are the things of time, 

Serious are eternal things. 

Serious is the wide creation — 

All above, about, below ; 
Heaven, in songs of sweet salvation, 

Hell, in wails of bitter wo. 
How can I alone be gay? 

Empty, airy, as the chaff? 
Worlds are waiting, Lord, thy Day ; 

Is it now a time to laugh ? 
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Rather will I gird my soul 

Strongly, to the patient race ; 
And, though feeble, to the goal, 

Set for aye, unflinching face. 
Serious may the conflict be ; 

Hard to vanquish every wile ; 
Won — I shall the temple see. 

Whose resplendence is thy smile. 



CHRIST BEHIND THE DOOR. 



" A. lady bein; once invited to make a Tisit at the liouw of a 
friend, laid, ' I will go, provided 70a do not keep Cbiitt beliind 
the door.* " 



When thou talkest with thy neighbor, 

On what most concerns, 
And thy thought, to various subjects, 

Shifts, by ready turns, — 
Why so pressing, why so eager, 

Showing folly's store? 



ea po EM8. 

Shutting wisdom out, and keeping 
Christ behind the door ? 

They that feared Jehoyah, often, 

111 the former days, 
Spake each to the other, moving 

Each to prayer and praise. 
They that fear Him, at the present, 

Vanity adore, 
Keeping, while they murder moments, 

Christ behind the door. 

In the precious in the olden 

Puritanic rule, 
Never meeting, never parting, 

Worship, market, school. 
Saw, without an unction dropping. 

From those saints of yore ; 
Pilgrim dames and damsels — kept they 

Christ behind the door? 

To these fashions, to these pleasures, 
Words in torrents come ; 
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Should a zealot name the SavioTir, 

Quickly all are dumb. 
Vain professor ! false professor ! 

Yield thee ever more 
Hope that Jesus Christ regards thee, — 

Thrust behind the door. 

How they chatter! how they chatter! 

Zion's daughters they? 
Nay! they're Israel's, eating, drinking. 

Rising up to play. 
Go thy way, poor Christian, hoping 

Here to gather store ; 
All is famine where is keeping 

Christ behind the door. 

Ah, while noon-tide hastes to even, 

Calling what was lent. 
And no savory word of heaven 

Toward heaven's sent. 
This may swell thy worldly treasure, 

Add to foolish lore — 
He is wealthy- wise who keeps not 

Christ behind the door ! 



64 



POEMS. 



THE VALLEY OF HUMILIATION. 



" This YaDey of Hamfliatlon it, of itaelT, ai fruitful a place 
anj the crow flies over." — Ma orsatbbabt. 



Vale of the Humble, worldlings say, 
That, lurking in thy dark retreat, 

Are ever-watchful beasts of prey, 
And lions there and dragons meet. 

That in thy path Apollyon stands, 

AH eager, pilgrims to affront ; 
And round him rally countless bands, 

Thrice armed for Sin's infernal brunt. 

Vale of the Humble, we behold 
Yet oftener, on tlie heights of pride. 

The foul Fiend's shining scales of gold. 
Than on the lowly valley's side. 

Here we 're exempt from noise and strife ; 

Here heart with heart may freely talk ; 
Here angels dwell ; the Lord of Life 

In this retirement loves to walk. 
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'Tis pleasant, where sweet waters spring, 
And birds and flowers refresh the sight ; 

'Tis safe, where waves the ample "Wing 
That shields the Humble, day and night. 



Here then we'll walk ; and if in wrath 
Obstructing Death and Hell are seen, 

Death's Death, Hell's Victor clears the path ; 
Yale of the Humble, UbIt and green i 
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SACRAMENTAL. 



" And he laid onto him, Lord, thou knowMt all thingi, thoo 
taunreit Itet I lore thee." — jobm, zxz. 17. 



Orx gpeaks for all ! — when Peter thus 
Speaks for himself, he speaks for us ; 
And we, who love the Saviour's name, 
Love him with Peter's earnest flame. 

Come ye who such appeal can make, 
Who love Him for his own dear sake, 
Come ! in His arms of grace recline, 
And sup with Him on bread and wine. 

A royal table ! royal cheer ! 
Haste, hungry, thirsty, fainting, here ! 
Sweet Mercy o'er the feast folis wings. 
And with us sits the King of kings. 

Emblem of Heaven's fruition this ! 
And hark, a voice comes on our bliss, 
To each, to all — " Say, lov^st thou me ? '» 
Thou knowesty Lord, that we love thee ! 
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MERCY AND WRATH. 

" Should'bt thou behold my face, the sight 
Thy mortal sense could not sustain ; 

My Mercy, terrible and bright, 
Destroys him who the view would gain.'* 

So spake to wondering Moses God, 

On Sinai's pinnacle of flame ; 
When Deity its precincts trod, 

When thunders told Jehovah's Nama. 

And can you, Sinner, hope to bear 
The eyes that look creation through. 

When, borne on judgment-clouds in air, 
He turns those eyes of wbath on you? 



Go, seek the Cross! and crucify 

The pride that curses rebel men, 
That when " He comes with clouds," your eye 

May meet His gaze of mzkct then. 
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TO THE UNITED STATES. 



'* I WM once in hopet that my own country would pscoede 
Tunis and Algiers, in aboliihiuf BlaveTy, and carrying out free 
principles; bat it appears they aru in advance of the United 
States in this particular."— Zetmt Tappan't^ddna itt BnoUj/rit 
N. 7., Jtugmtf 1843. 



Now veil your " stars and stripes," and show 

O'er mountain-peak and plain, 
And where your ships of thunder go, 

Your symbols — Whip and Chain. 

For stars and stripes should only fly 
O'er freemen's homes and graves ; 

Your splendid flag 's a floating lie — 
Land of three million slaves ! 

And from your archives ever blot 

The Christian nation's name ; 
The Qtristian nation? own it not, 

Or own it to your shame. 
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For you have mocked all faith, and set— 

To your enduring* loss — 
The Church beneath the Minaret, 

The Crescent o'er the Cross. 

And in the deadly strife betwixt 

The False and True, unpriced, 
Have traitor turned, and scandal fixed 

Upon the name of Christ. 

Where poise the scales of equal link, 

Earth, Hell, and Heaven dream 
To see the fabling Koran sink, 

The Bible kick the beam. 

Barbaric dungeons Freedom's song 

Send out, on fetid breath ; — 
Your gales of paradise prolong 

The captive's wail of death. 

" There is a tide " — your flood has passed ; 

The gem a Christian brow 
Should wear, you 've madly fsom you cast — 

The Moslem has it now. 
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Yes ! in the World's contending race 

For principle that 's free, 
Your laggard foot has second place— 

The first it cannot be. 

The " second place ! " Oh, no ! the lost 
Of gold has wrought your fall ; 

Lead on, ye pagan nations ! fibst — 
My country, last of all! 
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THE ENDLESS SIN. 

His sin he forsakes, whatever it be, 

When his summoned soul is bid to flee ; 

He cannot debauch in hell, nor steal, 

Nor in the drunkard's revelry reel ; 

Yet one remains, when filled is his cup, 

The oath of blasphemy ever goes up ; 

Where despair, unwearied, rings its knell. 

Is mingled the curse— there 's swearing in hell. 



There are creditors here, who rivet the fetter. 
And the bond will have, to the very letter ; 
Nor tears avail for a longer day, 
But there 's sorer wo when the devil 's to pay. 
Our Shylocks to him are angels of light ; 
His knife is true, and he grinds it bright ; 
The debtor, snared in his cruel mesh. 
Surrenders the soul with the quivering flesh. 
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And many are they who, not for gold, 
Salvation's hope have foolishly sold ; 
The prince who swears on his jewelled throne, 
The beggar who swears on his dunghill, alone, 
The child who lisps the imperfect curse, 
The hoary sinner — something worse — 
Whose tongue, beneath the iaultering oath. 
With infirmity trembles, nothing loth. 

I will pray at moni) says the Psalmist *, nay, 

At noon and at eve 1 will fervently pray ! 

But not to the morning's lovely prime. 

Nor to golden noon's meridian time, 

Nor when evening shadows sofUy fall, 

Is confined the Swearer's busy call ; 

He swears in his traffic, and swears in his play, 

He swears by night, and he swears by day. 

He serves his master, and serves for nonght ; 
The twig is not limed by which he 's caught ; 
No wages hath he for his thrifUess sin. 
No bribe is too mean such slave to win ; 
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It hath for his trouble no relief, 
Its bliss if any is idle and brief; 
And he, of the filthy scam of the pit, 
Is sorest lashed with scorpion wit. 

Well! blister your lips, and yonr heart, if you like ; 
Swear at the hand that 's lifted to strike ; 
Swear at the sleepless judgments of God, 
And swear at the mercy that stays the rod : 
'T is the alphabet only of crime that you're learning, 
There are other tasks which, your Maker spuming. 
He '11 give you leisure to study well. 
For the damned eternally swear in hell ! 
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WANDERING. 



*< EVAKOBZ.I8T, Art thoa not the man that I found eiying 
without the walla of the city of Deatruetion ? 

CBBI8TIA.K. Yea, dear air, I am the man. 

EvAMO»Li8T. Did not I direct thee in the way to the little 
wicket-gate i 

Chribtiam, Yea, dear air. 

£vAHaxz.i8T. How ia it, (hen, that thou art ao quickly 
toned aaide i " — Fiz.aRiM'B proobxsb. 



Directed, in extremest need, 
To sure Salvation's only way, 

'T is wise to walk with careful heed. 
And more than folly thence to stray. 



As guide, the steady << shining light " 
The preacher of the gospel shows — 

A star upon the brow of night — 
To him on pilgrimage who goes. 
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To keep it ever in his eye, 

Nor lose it for one little honr, 
Though wayside tempters to him cry, 

Though hell, to hinder, brings its power, 



Is duty, and insures success : 

The goal, though distant, such shall win, 
And reach — past sorrow *s wilderness — 

The heavenly gate, and enter in. 



But he who shuts to Truth his ears. 
Forgetting Wisdom's earnest call — 

And wanders, meets the wo he fears, 
And wrecks upon one error aU. 



If Thou hast won me to that road. 
My Saviour, bid me, meekly, bear 

Along the path, such trial-load 
As Thou deem'st good— but keep me there ! 
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»Till, safely at my journey's end, 

I drop with life my burden too, 
And pijjj^e, in Endless Life, the Friend 

"Vyho bore my griefs, and brought me through. 

Yet wherefore, spirit, should'st thou wait 
'Till past from weary night to day? 

Sing on thy march to Zion's gate ! 
'T will cheer thee on, and smooth the way. 



WHAT SHALL I DO IN HEAVEN? 

I 'M sick of all the busy strife 

That vexeth now this clay ; 
The cumbrous garniture of life 

I long to put away. 
My journey done, how gladly I 

These vestments, wove of pride, 
These clinging lusts of heart and eye, 

Would fling for aye aside. 
Quickly unclothed forsake the stage, 
Ere these poor rags drop ofl*by age. 
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I long to take my eager flight 

From this imperfect world, 
To skies o'er which no cloud of night 

Has ever yet been curled. 
Whose travellers compass all the plains, 

And never meet a storm ; 
Whose landscapes, winter winds nor rains, 

Nor summer droughts deform, 
lake a tired bird, upon my breast 
To fold my wings, and be at rest. 



No ! like a laborer of his load 

Relieved, to go or stay, 
And humbly waiting, gracious God, 

Thy pleasure to obey; 
And, gained for this uncertain pace, 

An angel's darting flame. 
To traverse for Thee, realms of space. 

Which numbers could not name. 
O blest, to labor or lie still. 
And know I 'm doing all thy will ! 
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LET ME DIE AT AN INN. 

Let me die at an Inn ; I 'd be free 
In the day of departure from care ; 

At home, 't would be busy with me, 
Abroad, 'twould my last moments spare. 

Let me die at an Inn ; I M not know 
Of tumult, when taking that sleep ; 

The thoughts that of Earth had let go, 
Somethmg earthly might linger to keep. 

Let me die at an Inn ; the strong calls 
Of bliss which I then must forsake. 

Old comforts, old hearts, and old halls — > 
Retirement might weaken or break. 

Let me die at an Inn ; I 'd not see 
Friends watch the inaudible beat 

Of a bosom whose pulses were free ; 
Nor farewells receive and repeat. 
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Let me die at an Inn ; children, wife, 
Away, in my anguish might smile ; 

This heart, they 'd not know of its strife j 
'T would break — their's be placid the while. 

Let me die at an Inn ; I 'd be calm, 
When fording the waters of death ; 

Eyes keen, to discern the kind Arm — 
Ears quick, for the harmony's breath. 

Let me die at an Inn ; I 'd bethink 
Me of what I 've forgotten — that I 

Am a weed on eternity's brink. 
Whose business is only to die. 

Let me die at an Inn ; I 'd deem rather 
That the principle, passing away. 

Is a child going home to his Father ; 
World ! ask not the sufferer to stay. 

Let me die at an Inn ; there were need 
Of reflection, repentance, and love, 

Unwonted, when soon to be freed 
From chains, to take garlands above. 
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I must die, and that soon ; why regret 
The years that are lost in the flood, 

While moments of mercy may yet 
Remain, to prepare me for God? 

I must die, and that soon ; what avails 
That the bark, to eternity driven, 

Was terribly tost, or by gales 
Of favor was wafted to Heaven? 

I must die, and that soon ; A«re, my grief 
And trials have meaning in them ; 

In my coronal there, shall the chief 
Of these shine the goodliest gem. 

I must die, and that soon ; then, if so, 
My spirit ! thou 'st nought to prepare, 

And art waiting the summons to go, 
All ready— what matters it where? 

Let me die at an Inn ; in my nest ; 

In solitude, city, on sea j 
By sickness, in health— 'tvrtll be best 

As ordered, my Maker ! by Thee. 
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ALL 'S WELL ! 



8DNa BT OSORaB ROOT, SSQ , AT TBS AWNIVXRaART 
or THB BOSTON SBAUBMB* 7RXBNX> 800IBTT, AT PARK 
8TRBBT OHtJRQB, SlST SCAT, 1843. 



" All '8 Well ! " the g^gway sentry cries ; 

Her course she nobly keeps, 
And through the scud the good ship flies, 

The beauty of the Deeps : 
He knows not that Remorse is loud, 

As silent midnight wanes ; 
And one poor wakeful wretch is bowed 

By anguish in the chains. 

" All 's Well ! " — to mock that cheerful cry, 

Come wailing on the wind 
A groan, a sob, a stifled sigh. 

That speak a troubled mind : 
He knows not that of all, 'midships. 

The boldest at the gun, 
A tar is struck, and quivering lips 

Proclaim a soul undone. 
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" All '8 Well ! " " All '8 Well ! » the sentry sings, 

The good ship, trim and tight, 
In snowy flakes, the foam-wreath flings 

Along her path of light : 
He knows not that the brighter ray 

Of Love that never wanes, 
Hath chased his night of sin away, 

Who knelt amid the chtuns ! 



THE JESUIT* 



The eager Jesuit pushed his way 

Where heroes fear to go. 
And reared Love's holy symbol high, 
From Thibet to the howling sky 

Of Huron's world of snow. 

Regardless, or of tribe, or clan, 

Or skin of red or white, — 
He saw qaankind as brethren — sought 
From barbarous, polished, and untaught, 

To win his neophyte. 

* The Society of Jems, or Jeaidti, fovmded hj Loyola, 1S38. 
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No tortures turned his step aside ; * 

The tomahawk and knife, 
The rifle-shot, the club, the stake, 
But nerved his heart ; they could not break 

The purpose of his life. 



His oath was stem ; he could not wear 

The prelate's jew^elled crest ; 
Ho moral strength might only find 
(Enough !) in wielding plastic mind,— 
To mould it, his behest. 



To yoke in papal bondage men, 

To elevate the Cross, 
The Jesuit freely gave himself; 
To this, fame, pleasure, ease, and pelf, 

He counted but as dioss. 



* Tlie JeBok nerer leeeded one fcot ; bat u, in a bmre •xmj, 
new tXDopi piCM ibnrazd to fill the plaes of the fidleo, there 
were nerer wanting^ heroinn and enteipiiie in behalf of the 
Croak — banobott's bxstobt. 
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Yea, death he shunned not, eottrtedf if 
Rome might the gainer be. * 

O, Soldier in a better cause ! 

Defender of sublimer laws ! 
How is it now with thee ? 



Art thou, to true Religion sworn, 

As eager for thy Lord, 
To plant at home, or at earth's end. 
Memorials of thy heavenly Friend, 

With Heaven for thy reward ? 



* The wiprarat are set oa flra ; the Mohawki approach the 
chapel, and Father Anthony Daniel Krenely ailranoe* to meet 
them ; aatonithment aeizei the barbariani. At len^, drawing 
nearer, they diecharge at him a flight of arrows. All gaslied and 
rent by wound*, he atill oontinuet to fpeak with turpriaing' 
energy, — now inspiring fear of the divine anger, and again, in 
gentle tones, yet of more piercing power than the whoopa of 
sarages, breathing the afliectionate messages of raeiry and grace. 
The Tictim to the heroism ot charily dies, the name of Jesus on 
his bps; the wilderness gave lum a grave; the Huron nation 
were his mourners. — BAMORovT'a bibtorz. 
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Ho ! thou '' at ease in Zion " — fold 

Thine arms upon thy breast, 
And tell thy Saviour, if thou durst, 
For his dear Name are counted curst, 

Fame, pleasure, health, and rest. 



And tell Him, if thou canst, that thou 

Thy fellow-man to save — 
From Thibet's grove, to Huron's waste, 
Would'st go and toil, yea, gladly taste 

The wormwood of the slave. * 



And tell Him that nor fagot, knife. 

Nor savage face hath frown 
To thee, who pantest, for his Name, 
To battle treachery, trial, shame. 
And take the martyr's crown. 



* In the M1I7 luatorf of Miwiooa, it b recorded, that devoted 
men aold themaelTct into Tolantary bondage, that they might 
thus be enabled the more effeetoally to labor for the convenioa 
oflheilare. 
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That earnest ia thy love for Him, 

As for the Vatican 
The patient, persevering love 
That heaven and earth and hell would move, 

Erroneously, for man. 

Yea, that thou countest ocean's hoards, 

In treasure-depths unpriced, 
As dung, if thou may'st win from loss, 
And set — a star above the Cross — 

One soul for Jesus Christ ! 



CHRIST IS COMING! 

Christ is coming! these his signs: 
Tumults in the air and aArth, 

Sword, that dipt in vengeance shines. 
Woes and wonders sprung to birth. 

Show to faith's discerning eye, 

Christ, the very Crod, is nigh. 
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Christ is coining ! in the storm, 
Working on the wretch His will, 

When His anger waxeth warm. 
Christ is coming in the still 

Whispers of his Spirit's love, 

Winning weeping souls above. 

Christ is coming ! yes, in clouds ; 

Every eye shall see Him then ; 
Rising from their dusty shrouds. 

On Him is the gaze of men. 
Where the judgment-throne is wheeled, 
Where all secrets are revealed. 

Christ is coming ! fleeing breath 

Shall His awful token be ; 
Sinner, know ! thy day of death 

Is the judgment-day for thee ! 
Who shall of ihe future year 
Talk, when now the Judge is here? 
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A SLAVE IS IN MY HOUSE TO-NIGHT.* 

A BLAVE is in my house to-night, 
He flies from Southrons and the Chain ; 

Man made him timid — morning's light 
Will see his flight again. 

He will not, at my strong request, 
Abide awhile in peace with me ; 

The partridge, hunted from its nest, 
Continually must flee. 

I give him food, I give a bed, 
Where his old limbs at ease may lie ; 

I watch his sleep, but sleep has fled. 
In fear of such as I. 

Flashes along the walls a whip ! 

Bends o'er his bed the overseer ! 
Grins on the wretch a traitorous lip ! 

The blood-hound scents him here ! f 

* A recent fitct 

t Calling the poor tA\aw in the morning, I fimnd he had 
■eeored hb chamber door, on the iniide, during the night ; nich 
I Ue fear of hie fellow-man I 
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I cannot blame him ; stripes and tears 
Have taught him of Oppression's power ; 

Can Pity tasks of fiAy years 
Unlearn in one short hour ? 

Go, fugitive ! yet not like Cain ; 

There is no guilt upon thy face ; 
Thy master wears a burning stain, 

Repentance can't efface. ♦ 

Go ! for an angel entertained 
Art thou, methinks, to me and mine ; 

Our zeal, not lost, perhaps had waned — 
Freedom ! 'tis henceforth thine. 



* We forgave the rependng tlaTe-bolder ; but the coniequenoee 
of his Clime remain. 
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HYMN. 



Heareo, to be a happy place, muit be a holy placa* 



Mt Qod, what were Thy heaven to me| 
If I, 'mid robes, and light, and song, 

Were not, in Heaven, for ever free 
From fetters that to earth belong? 

The fount of pleasure, always clear, 
And sparkling, deep, and full, and wide, 

Touched by Sin's wormwood, would appear 
Black, sluggish, dead, as Sodom's tide. 

The tree of life, whose leaves can heal, 
Whose fruits are twelve, whose shade is fair, 

Swept by sin's simoom, would reveal 
A blasted trunk, rent, dry, and bare. 

The glory, like a chrysolite, 

The gates of pearl, the streets of gold, 
Breathed on by Sin, would Aide, as Night 

Had wrapt them in its dreadful fold. 
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Should David climb to reach the lyre, 
Whose volume shakes the burning throne, 

One strain, awoke, of wrong desire, 
Would swell a song to Heaven unknown. 

•'Should Peter kneel with myriads there, 
Not quelled ambition's guilty flame — 
His robe, unlike the snows they wear. 
Would blush in deepest hues of shame. 

Should, in some hidden spot— if hid 
One spot of all Thy worlds could be —• 

A Judas, cherish thought forbid. 
And deem in heaven 't was safe from Thee, 



The light that firom the Lamb proceeds, 
Whose wondrous glory none may tell, 

That plays in flame round secret deeds. 
Would make his shelter glare with hell. 
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MARY. 



Hkre Mary rests ; — O, no ! this senseless sod 
Keeps not the soaring spirit from its Gk)d ; 
She rests not here, whose active blest employ 
Is ceaseless worship, in the realms of joy. 
Traveller ! like her, be ready with thine oil 
And burning lamp ; so, when these hours of toil, 
As hers, are ended, in a better land 
ThouUt rest, and sing with her at God's right hand. 



THAT SAD SECOND CHILDHOOD. 

Childhood, its little grief 
May on its mother's breast 

Repose, and find relief — 
Where childish cares have rest. 

But what for Age remains ? 

Age — with neglect and gloom ? 
Where may it hide its pains 

But in the friendly tomb ! 
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THE DAUGHTER OF THE ISLES. 



Lt7ot Good alb Tburstoh, daughter of Rer. Am and 
Mn Lucy Thartton, (Miaaionariea at the Sandwich lalandt, 
where she waa bom,) arrived at New York, on a Tbit to the 
land of her bthert, and immediately after aickened and died, 
at the age of aerenteen years and ten months, leaving a aure 
and aweet hope of acceptance through tiie Redeemer. 

TlM biographer of this interesting giri remarka, " Hera waa a 
peaceful home. Afieetion made it happy, and regular and varied 
occupationa added test to its en}oynienta. When, with her 
mother and sister, she walked along tiie shores of the broad 
Pacific, and listened to tales of her Father-land, and of a 
Christian land, her heart never sighed for the &r-off region she 
had In-ightly pictured In her imagination) and she retamed 
with a contented spirit to her quiet home at Kai-lu-a." 



Fair Daughter of the sunny Isles, 

That sit like sovereigns on the sea, 
How shall I weave a song of smiles 

For her who never smiled on me ? 
Or how of graces may I speak, 

That never yet have blest mine eyes ; 
The dewy lip, the virgin cheek 

Of one that 's passed beyond the skies ? 
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I know that Fancy's pearls may shine 

On Beauty, and, like pearls, be cold ! 
That Flattery's flowers round Wit may twine, 

And die on bosoms they enfold ; 
And well I know the exalted Mind, 

That late informed thy perfect clay, 
Would not with Love or Wit be shrined, 

Nor be adored in servile lay. 

I know that Death invests the friend 

With worth, Existence never knew ; 
And to defects we love to lend 

The veil that gives them Virtue's hue ; 
But thou necd'st not our glimmering light, 

To shine on thy regretted tomb ; 
Nor flowers of verse — whose path was bright. 

Whose life was one bouquet of bloom. 

And thou, beyond as well the songs 

As wailings of a world like this. 
Art mingling with the sister throngs 

That early fled away to bliss ; 
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Ab far removed from paltry praise, 
Which vainly woald thy notice win, 

As from material wants and ways — 
As thy pure spirit is from sin ! 



I love to think thy tender age 

Was wed to Nature's wondrous book ; 
And that thou didst upon its page 

Of flowers and shells and planets look ; 
And yet, from flower and star and sea, 

A very child — did'st turn away. 
To seek the glances dear to thee. 

In thine own quiet Kai-lu-a. 



I love to think how free thoa wast 

From Fashion's lore, that taints our kind ; 
That still is purchased at the cost 

Of kingdoms — a transparent mind ! ' 
And sigh to think earth has so few, — 

Such price is for refinement paid — 
As thou, to simple Nature true, 

A guileless and a trusting maid. 
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I sigh for her who nobly brought 

Such wealth from Hon-o-lu-lu's strand ; 
And him, who, sending, meekly thought 

With such to bless its Father-land. 
And yet 't is well, this tropic gem 

All polished — though to these unknown — 
So early shines, a diadem, 

Where shines tlie rainbow-cinctured throne. 

Thanks for the record of thy worth. 

Traced by affection's modest pen j 
Tears gave I to its earnest truth, 

Though counted not with weeping men ; 
And better thought I of ray race, 

Redeemed by excellence so rare ; 
And richer seemed abounding Grace, 

That sought and dowered such lovely heir. 

With books that may not perish, be 
These pages numbered ; youth shall know 

How to perfection's symmetry 
The daughter of the Lord may grow ; 
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And here, as mirrored in a glass, 
May see how fair the saint may shine, 

Who lets this world unheeded pass, 
And surely seeks a world divine. 

Farewell ! I weep, that flower so young, 

The nursling of a gentle sky. 
Should on our shores be coldly flimg, 

In all its loveliness, to die. 
And yet 'twas ordered by His will. 

Who wisely hath events decreed — 
Thou wast but lent ; — ye griefs be still ! 

He but recalled when He had need. 
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THE TOMATO. 

Tomato ! thoa art like the mind 
That moves not feebly with mankind ; 
Who love thee, give a generous part, 
Who hate thee, hate with all the heart. 

My morsel good, my table neat, 
I am not anxious what I eat ; 
If she, whose smile is always glad. 
Lights ap the meal, ^is never bad. 

I have my favorite, as have most, 
Among the baked, and boiled, and roast ; 
Yet, for my tit-bit, would not go 
To farther clime than Mexico. 



To Mexico ? — I give him praise 
Who, hither, fix>m those unknown ways, 
And barbarous men, of Spanish breed, 
Conveyed the small Tomato seed. 
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Sure, with his lion>hean and skill, 
He might her mines have sacked at will— 
But Mexico's chief wealth to take ! -~ 
I '11 love Tomato for his sake. 

And for thine own, celestial Fruit ! 
(Not vegetable,) made to suit 
All circumstances ; or to pluck 
And eat, as I in " Old Kentuck '> 

Have done ; or with white sugar sliced, 
Or soused in vinegar, well spiced, 
Or smothered in the pie, or stewed, 
(Which I like best,) thou art of food 

The simplest, sweetest, richest, best. 
O, had my humble verses zest 
Half as delicious as thine own, 
From Byron, Bums, I 'd take the throne, 

Superior in artistic pride 

As thou to edibles beside. 

I see from earth thy tendril peep. 

And on its bosom try to creep. 
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'Till, propped secure, it stands upright, 
And bring-8 its tiny germs to light. 
I see thee on the laden bush, 
(Not to excess my verse to push,) 

In thy first coat of emerald green. 
Which soon a brilliant scarlet's seen. * 
I see thee gathered, scalded, skinned — 
Some care in stripping off thy rind — 

Then duly cut, by practice, nice, 
In pieces small, and in a tnce. 
With rites of salt and butter paid — 
In sauce-pan buried, and o'erlaid 

With cover, that the steaming tin 
The needful heat may keep within ; -^ 
Soon done — ye fair ! the bowl produce, 
And fill it with the pulp and juice ; — 

And now— with bread (or toast) and tea, 
Nought else — a feast for princes see. 
For princes? mouth of King Phillippe, 
Or dame Victoria's pretty lip, 
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Hath bliss, beyond a monarches lacked} 
If neither hath Tomato smacked. 
Not frnit the lovely Houri see?, 
Not apple of Hesperides, 

Not cantelope, or lascions grape, 
Not pear of bell, or other shape, 
Not melon, of red juicy core, 
Not cocoa-nut, of milky store. 

Not Persia's peach, whose blash outvies 
The tints of her delightful skies. 
Not purple plum, nor damson pale — 
Though choicest of Nonantum vale — • 



Not dishes of a thousand lands. 
To portion cooks and kill gourmands, 
Westphalian ham, Bohemian boar, 
Or haggis, which the Scotch adore ; 

" Ros bif " of England, Frenchman's frog. 
Or Sandwich Island hog or dog, 
Nor all that gastronomic scroll, 
Though Epicurus called the roll, 
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Or horticultUTal art can show, 
May, with the pride of Mexico — ' [heady, 

"Quick! quick! sure, husband, love, you're 
D' ye hear ? leave off ! Tomato '5 ready ! » 



THE REVIVAL, 1S42. 

The Holy Dove hath spread its wings 

Around the mercy-seat, where springes 

The penitential tear. 

And hearts that long resisted grace, 

Are melted at that awful place. 

By salutary fear ; 

And Love that can the vilest win. 

To hate of self, and hate of sin. 

Unnumbered households gather round 
The spot where Bethel's God is found - 
Households that never knelt. 
The sinner of threescore, whose head 
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Blossomed, accursed, for the dead -^ 
Bosoms that never felt, 
Coimting for Christ the world bat loss, 
Sabdued, are found beneath the Cross. 



And yet rolls by Redemption's car, 

And yet bums brightly Mercy's star, 

And on the converts come ! 

Say, who are these, that as a cloud 

Fly past, and, as a snowy crowd 

Of doves that seek their home, 

Come trooping through Salvation's gates, 

Where Love the happy pilgrim waits ? 



These are the young men, fresh and strong, 

Grace their preserver, Grace their song ; 

These are the maidens fair. 

Whose early beauties bloom for God. 

And men, life's passage half-way trod. 

And children, too, are there. 

The rich and poor, the yoimg and old, 

Are gathered in the Shepherd's fold. 
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Pass on, Redeemer ! take thine own, 
Assume thy crown and purchased throne ; 
Let Kib-k's sweet numbers tell 
Of Heaven, that stoops so low to save ; 
Let Knapp, undaunted, earnest, grave, 
Show up the depths of Hell ; — 
They both but trophies win for Thee j 
T%in«, only, shall the glory be. 

Pass on, Redeemer ! shield each flock 
Through burning wastes. Refreshing Rock, 
In this, our weary land ! 
Let Pastors, by the Spirit blest, 
Lead converts up, till, in thy rest, 
Pastors and people stand ; — 
They all but trophies win for Thee ; 
2%tn«, only, shall the glory be. 
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REV. JAMES RICHARDS, MISSIONARY 
TO CEYLON. 



Holt the place whose friendly soil 

Yields for the flesh its sweet repose ; 
Where rests the pilgrim from his toil, 
Where spicy fragrance o'er him blows. 
Calm be his sleep, whose life 

Was given to pain and Gtod ; 
Who passed the vale of strife 
Which his Great Master trod ; — 



Who laid mortality's dim robe — 

Covering of ills and sorrows — by ; 
To take the immortal vesture, wove 
By hands of chembim on high. 
Who bade to Time adieu, 

Its checkered journey done, 
Who hailed, with steadfast view, 
Eternity begun. 
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Sleep, true Disciple ! for thy rest — 

The rest of piety — shall be 
Soft as his dreams, who on the breast 
Of Jesns leaned so peacefully. 
Haste, Cingalese ! and bring 

Your tribute to the dead ; 
Your choicest chaplets fling 
Upon the martyr's bed. 
1822. 



CHRISTIAN FELLOWSHIP. 

WmiTTSH rOB THS VISIT OF ▲ OBUMOH AMD •OOZSTT 
TO THSUt PASTOB. 

Thus to the Father prayed the Son, 
" One may they be, as We are One j 
That I in them, and Thou in Me, 
They, one with Us, may ever be.*' 
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Thus to the Father in onr day 
Let his disciples meekly pray, 
That, in their need, for them be done 
All that was wished for by the Son. 

In their rough march to Zion's hill, 
When Love is cold and wrong the Will, 
And every pilgrim^s courage faints, 
There 's hope in Union of the Saints. 

And when his Zeal revives, and Love 
Spurns earth, takes wings, and soars above, 
He gains new strength, if he impart 
His victory to some kindred heart. 

This blest communion, in His Name,—* 
In every Christian breast the same— 
Gives unction to our joy, as we, 
Our Pastor ! share that joy with thee. 

With theej who watched this tender shoot, 
Till budding, ripening, bursting fruit 
Proclaims the plenty of his sheaves. 
Who, when he sows in tears, beiitoes! 
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THE PASTOR'S RETURN. 
I.* 

Wk, Lord, who on this Zion dwell, 
A stranger's voice have lately known ; 

We followed, for the stranger well 
Allured our footsteps to the throne. 

And Thou, these Sabbaths, hast thy flock 
Most kindly guarded, guided, kept ; 

And we, in comfort, near the Rock 
Have drawn, whpse shadow on us slept. 

To-day, of him — who long has led 
The little ones, and borne the weak, 

And this whole fold refreshed and fed 
In pastures, and from springs — we speak, 

With praise to thee, O Lord, for bliss 
That kindles heart and lip again ; 

Ow earnest prayer for him ! — to this 
Each heart and lip responds, " Amen ! " 



[ 



* Sung on occa^on or the return of Rer. J. H. Towne to his 
flock, wonhipiag in Sakm Street Church, Boston, Sept., 1842. 
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God of Zion, whence her banners 

Stream beyond the outer walls, 
From whose turrets Zion's Watchman 

In the name of Jesus calls — 
Listen ! Listen ! Praise is waiting 

From a thousand hearts for Theb ; 
Vows, that men in sadness offered. 

Now with joy performed shall be. 



God of Mercy, o'er the ocean's 

Beautiful, bewildering trade, 
Thou didst take Thy servant from us, 

Thou hast safely led him back. 
God Omniscient, when between us 

Rocked the seas of half a globe, 
Thou didst o'er him and around us, 

Cast thy Presence like a robe. 



' Saaf on oceasbn of the retuni of Rev. R. H. Neale, from 
Eurupe, Oct., 1843. 
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God Almig^tyj gates of nations 

Thou hast opened to his feet, 
Where Truth perishes, and Falsehood 

Lives and sits in Satan's seat. 
God of Wisdom, from thy lessons, 

Scattered o'er the old world's book — 
Thou hast taught him, as thy Spirit 

Teaches those who humbly look. 

God of Worship, while together 

Pastor and the people kneel, 
At their own accustomed altar. 

Thine accustomed grace reveal. 
Mercy-laden — asking mercy. 

Pressed by Love — imploring more, 
O, ExhausUess, constant Giver ! 

Thee, the Giver, we adore. 
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THE GARMENT WITH FRINGES. 



" And the Lord ■pake unto Moan, ujing : Speak onto the 
ehOdren of Imel, and bid them that they make them frlnfei fai 
the bordeiB of their gBrmenti thron^out their generations, and 
that they put upon the fringe of the borden a ribbon of blue : 
And it shall be unto yon for a fringe, that ye may look upon it, 
and remember all the commandments of the Lord, and du 
them." — KoHBBBa, xv. 87-80. 



Thus said Jehovah : " Make to you 
Fringes around your garments' hem ; 

A ribbon of appointed blue, 
In order, shall ye put on them ; — 

Which, while they meet the constant eye, 
Shall bring to mind My perfect law. 

That no deceiving angel, nigh, 
May from its claims your duty draw." 

Our vision. Lord, is slow to see 

What blest analogy between 
A ritual and a robe may be, 

Or what the silken fringe may mean. 
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Yet, if to men a graceful book 
Might be the tunic's flowing fold, 

On which in reverence eyes should look, 
In which the heart could Truth behold, — 

If Thou didst shadow precepts out 
In garments, starred with gold and gem, 

And write Thy glorious law about 
The dress of blue and crimson hem, 

Suffice it— such was Wisdom's will ; 

And this is all we need below,— 
For who shall best Thy word fulfil, 

Shall best its sweet instructions know. 
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TO REV. AUGUSTUS WM. HANSON.* 

Wa owe to Libya f much, ingenuous Youth ! 
And we may something pay, by arming these, 
Her exiled sons, in panoply of truth, 
And to their home beyond Atlantic seas, 
Return them to subvert the pagan throne. 
And of these sons art thou. Back ! to that land. 
Dark and doomed Africa, which weeps alone, 
Crushed by the Christian. On thee is the hand 
Of consecration to the conflict placed ; 
Thy spirit hearkens to the call ! thy heart 
Leaps at the trumpet ! That forsaken waste. 
That bruised and bleeding shore, in thee hath part, 



* A youthful native of Africa, re(y>nt]7 admitted to orden hj 
the Protestant Epiecopal Bishop of CoimecticuL Fiinifihed 
with piety, talents, and scholiinbip, Joined tu accomplished 
manners and modesty, Mr. Hanson goes to proclaim the liberty 
of Christ to his countrymen. May these qualiRcntious be emi- 
nently employed to his Lord's glory, in the salvation of many 
of AfHc's sons and daughters I 



] I venture to use for Africa the name which, in its largest 
sense, was used by the Greeks to denote that continent. 



- 
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It is thy country ! 't is thy native soil ! 
And shall the foot of strangers mar it ? shall 
The sons of Cruelty take it for a spoil, 
And slay, and o'er it fling the funeral pall, 
While the bright Cross, while holy Freedom live ? 
By the bright Cross and holy Freedom, no ! 
Wherefore be strong, and play the man, and give 
Ood praise ; He '11 victory give ; Go ! warrior, go ! 



QUEEN VICTORIA'S FANCY DRESS BALL 

▲T BUCKXHOHAIC PAZ.AOB, MAT 13. IMS. 

Sit on thy throne, imperial Dame, 
True wearer of the British crown. 
And bid the thing that takes the name 
Of" consort-prince," with thee sit down. 
Now round ye both, may gather these 
Who, to betray ye, herd with fools ; 
Knaves, with souls supple as their knees, 
Your flatterers they, yourselves their tools. 
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'T is well they shine in jeweU thus, 
And at soft muaic'B measure tread 
Yoar ball-room, to the unmeasured euna 
That rains on every titled head. 
Concealed in plumes and scarfs and gold, 
And sparkling with unvalued stones, 
They seem of more than mortal mould ; 
How can such heed a people's groans ? 

Or how can robes of velvet hide 
(Bordered with gems and edg^ed with pearls) 
Hearts throbbing with affection's tide ? 
Of heart what know these dukes and earls ? 
Or these brave mantles, can they screen 
Bosoms where pity hath a place ? 
Hence, pity ! feeling ! thoughts so mean 
Ne'er blanch an Honorable's &ce. 



Now let the dance begin ; — begin 

Your music, ye obsequious slaves ! 

Yet louder— your luxurious din 

Should drown the shriek at Famine's graves. 
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Blaze brighter, jewels ! for there comes 
The darkness here of Beggary's hell ; 
Laugh louder, nobles ! " England's homes '» 
Send even here their frantic yell. 

Haste to the banquet ; antique plate 
Is heaped to-night with Royal cheer ; 
And England's chivalry in stale 
To mock at England's wrongs, are here. 
Fill up the beaker ! generous wine 
At Labor's cost, shall flow, as ye 
Drink deeply to the " right divine " 
Of kings, and death to Liberty. 

»Tis true, your tankard, vase, and cup, 
And plate that glows with burnished red, 
Whence England's proudest, meanest, sup, 
While England's noblest faint for bread, 
Outvie the Babylonian's feast 
In pride and luxury's impious show ; — 
Tremble, ye tyrants ! yours at least 
Belshazzar's folly ; yours his wo ! 



POEMS. 



117 



VIEWS IN PORTLAND. 



Ths taonumerU orer the tomb of Eiiward Payson having 
been OTerthrown and broken, by acme ruthless hand, still re« 
mains mutilated and unsightly. The church eMfic* in which 
he ministered is at present being ezpensirely and beautifuUy 
modenized and improred. 



I LOOKED, admiring, at her proud Exchange ; 

Gazed on her harbor, dotted with green isles ; 
And, where old hills in the horizon range, 

Saw frolic Nature wreathe her frowns and 
smiles ; — 
And blest my Grod that earth, of much bereft, 
Has much of Eden for his creatures left. 



Then sought I what, beyond her domes and hills 
And fairy isles, of rarer sight I deem — 

His resting-place whose sainted image fills 
All that of perfect we (imperfect) dream ; — 

And sighed that marble, marred, still points the 
eye 

To his low bed whose " Record is on high." 
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Should not this tablet— transcript of the man — 
By skill and taste and beauty be imprest, 

The true expression of a faultless plan 
On which the heart, well satisfied, may rest. 

And to which all may say as (his goal won) 

God said to Patson : " Good and True ! well 
done?" 

Dwellers of Casco ! that enduring name 
Is linked with yours ; and you possess his dust 

Who felt the ardor of his spirit's flame ; — 
Guard, as becomes ye, well, the awful trust. 

This, if your poverty may not assume. 

Spare from the shrine^ and give a decent tomb. 
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THE ARK ABSENT. 



** And it eame to pan, whfle the u-k abode in Kiijalb-Jearim, 
that the time waa long ; for it waa twanty yean ; and all tba 
houae of larael lamented after the Lord. And they gathered 
together to Mizpeh, and drew watar, and poured it out before 
the Lord, and fiuted on that day, and aaid there, Wd har* 
ainned againat the Lord." — 1 Baxubz., txz. 3, 8. 



Thy story this, my discontented soul : — 
Once — O, how briefly ! dwelt the Ark with thee ; 
Then might the swelling deeps of trouble roll, 
Then might thy fondest hope take wings and flee, 

Thou fear'dst not, car'dst not,— -more than all 

beside, 
A constant faitli, a panacea were thine ; 
And hope might vanish, thou the storm could'st 

ride, 
Scathless, while with thee dwelt the Ark divine. 

Didst thou not duly prize the heavenly Guest, 
And plead with Mercy thee to strip as bare 
As Job, if such sharp trial were so blest 
As thee, poor drowsy spirit, to prepare 
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For keener relish of remaining joys ; 

Thou, wakened, purified, and rendered meet 

By discipline to hear and love the voice 

Which won thee down from piide to Jesus' feet ? 

Or wast thou selfish in that earnest cry ? — 
Thy good desiring rather than His glory, 
Who will have honor though the creature die ? 
If so, no marvel at thy 'plaining story. 

Absent will be His smile, (that smile is Heaven !) 
EQs Love will eager pinion spread for flight. 
And thou wilt wander on, sin unforgiven. 
In Meshech's depths, in Kedar's tents of night. 

Till humbled, broken, at his feet reclining. 
Thou learnest how to yield Him up the whole ; 
And will, affection, wit, to Him resigning. 
Dost know the sweemess of an humbled soul. 

Then with the music of a thousand songs. 
With snow-white kine to fetch the treasure home, 
And praise to God, to whom it well belongs, 
The Ark to thee returns, no more to roam. 
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HYMN OF THE MILLERITE TO THE 
YEAR 1&13.* 

Let others, grovelling, hymn the past, 
I soar and sing of years the last ; 
Of THEE, whose wondrous, yielding womb, 
Is pregnant with the Day of Doom. 

Thy months involve the deepest fear 
And highest hopes of mortals — Year! 
Foretold by seers, whose glance, sublime, 
Read thee adown the page of Time. 

In thee all finite weal and woes. 
And schemes, and visions, have their close ; 
With thee ends every bitter sin, 
ImmortEd sweets with thee begin. 

* I do not accept the rieva of Mr. Miller, jet there ia aome- 
thin|^ to my miiid poetically aubUme in the thou^t that multi- 
tut lea among u«, of irreproachable Uvea and aincere fiiith, do 
beliere that a few montha will wind up the drama of the unl- 
▼erK. Among theae I have reaaon to know that aome, in 
aimple belief, have made preparation ; and although in error 
in Ihk particular are eameat in their deaire to grow in holi- 
neaa, and in their labora to aave men are greatly abundant. 
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Thy span beholds no eager king 
Snatch sceptres, or, in frolic fling 
The broken baubles down, but sees 
The Holder of Hell's dreadful keys 

On clouds ; — whom every blasted eye 
Beholds ; whom frighted sinners fly, — 
Ah me ! and whither? worlds on fire 
Tell, omnipresent is His ire. 

I dream ? yet no ! — I must believe 
A few short months, and blest reprieve — 
" Reprieve ? '♦ — eternal safety 's mine ! 
Tell me, my soul, and dost thou shine 

Already in the bridal dress ? 
And dost thou weep a world's distress ? 
All love, all zeal, art thou, when nigh, 
Yea, at thy doors — are those that die ? 

Where art thou, kinsman? — in mine ear 
Are murmunngs which thou dost not hear ; 
Before mine eyes are flames ! they curl 
Above thee, and they leap and whirl 
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In fiery floods beneath thee ; tear, 
Nor prayer, nor groan availeth here. 
The nearest, dearest, how they slide ! 
YBA.K ! who of men may thee abide ? 

Yet hush, ye horrors ! — space remains ; 
To prayer ! to prayer ! on gospel plains ; 
To prayer ! O ye, about to die ; 
To prayer ! ye, whose Redemption 's nigh. 



MARY ELLEN. 



I PRA.ISS not one of woman's mould, 

Though faultless it may be, — 
She 's feminine, and yet a bold 

Sojourner of the sea ; 
She holds within her graceful arms 

Those who depart to pray ; 
And, every step revealing charms, 

Goes on her quiet way. 
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For Cbina? — takes she men to dip 

Their hands in brother's blood ? 
O no ! this is the Mission Ship, 

And these are sent of God. 
And pleasant is it to believe 

That shores, by monsoons kissed. 
And pressed by pagans, shall receive 

The good Evangelist.* 



I hear the hymn, I join the prayer, 

And watch the snowy wings 
Which Mary Ellen to the air, 

Like some swift angel filings. 
Hush, now ! for here 's the silent grasp, 

Such as men give at death ; 
And here 's affection's straining clasp. 

When mingling parting breath. 



* Doctor Parker and hU wife, niisaionariea to China, Bailed 
from Boiton June 13, 1848, for Canton, in the ship Mary Ellen. I 
They received a free paasagne fiwm the owners. Religioiu aer- 
Ticea were performed on board, in the presence of a large nam- 
her of friends, who had collected to Ud them frrewell. 
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How beautifully she behaves ! 

She tosses off the spray 
As coyly as the bird that laves 

Its plumage in the bay. 
Gaze ye ! for starry eyes look down 

From battlements of bliss ; 
And saints forget their harp and crown 

To look on sight like this. 

They see, too, ships, all bristling o^er 

With implements of strife, 
That seek the Asiatic shore 

In quest of human life. 
They look on her, who from her isle 

Gives law to lawless deep ; 
If such in scorn can smile, tliey smile, 

If such can weep, they weep. 

'T is well, Britannia ! war to wage 

On unoffending men ; 
And loose, in its ungovemed rage, 

Your Lion from its den ! 
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'T is godlike to promolge decree 

At kingly Leadenhall ; 
And pagan pride subdue to ye 

By bayonet and ball ! 

'T is well a realm so poor, so great, 

Whose millions beg their bread — 
For power, should crush a foreign state, 

For plunder, blood should shed ! 
A Christian nation, too, whose feet 

Have proud cathedrals trod ; 
Your pious prayers and hymns, how sweet 

Their incense unto God ! 



Ambition whispers in your ear, 

And Mammon lures you on ; 
Your path is hell, — an angel*s tear 

Blasts every laurel won. 
Yet go ! — a heartless queen and court 

By selfishness must rule. 
Till terribly is lesson taught 

In Retribution's school. 
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O when in blood you 've washed away 

Her insult to your throne, 
And China, humbled to your sway, 

No more with realms is known — > 
In your old temples chant " Amen ! '* 

To loud Te Deum staves ; — 
You 've made a continent of men 

A hemisphere of slaves.* 

Sail on ! sail on ! O, mission bark ! 

The church is still at sea ; 
Winds roar, waves tumble, skies are dark, 

And strong the tempests be. 
Yet winds and waves are in God's fists, 

And at His sovereign will. 
He chides all tumults as he lists, 

And storms and states are still. 

On, lovely Mary Ellen ! — fling 
Your ribbons to the gale, 

* " We have «aoeeeded in eofbidn jf apon China (hat isunoxml 
trade, for the lore of which we have sacrlflced lo much emUt. 
The opium traffic, we are told, under tlie protection of the 
Biitieh gum, goes on moat iwinuningly." — x.oin>oiir tuibi. 
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He, who from evil good can bring, 

Is with you as you sail, 
^limb mountain- waves, and deeply drink 

Their valleys as you may, 
Nor kings shall frown, nor thrones shall sink, 

But as they Him obey. 



HYMN. 

WRITTBir FOR TBI SBDICATIOX OF THX SVCOHD 
WAtrOBLTOAZ. OHUROH ZK OAMBBIDQBPORT, MABB. 

WaAT title write ye, Builders, 

Upon this labor, done ? 
And whose these walls of beauty, 

And shaft that seeks the sun ? 
Why cluster Age and Manhood. 

And meek-eyed Woman here ? 
They, with their smiles and praises, 

She, with the silent tear ? 
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These comely walls are Zion's, 

Whence Zion's banners wave ; 
This arrowy shaft is Freedom's, 

A symbol for the Slave. 
And these, the fair, free altars 

Man-stealers may not touch, 
Nor he that holds in bondage — 

We rear them not for such. 



Nor in Baptismal waters, 

Nor at the Eucharist, 
Hath part the foaming wine cup's 

Forlorn apologist. 
For Freedom, Temperance, Virtue, 

For Cfod — we struck the spade ; 
" Grace I " " Grace ! " we shout unto it, 

The copestone Grace hath laid. 



Faith wings the supplication, 
O Paraclete ! the Dove ! 

That Thou upon our labor 
Wilt seal Thy name of Love- 
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We — fervently replying — 

In lines of living fire, 
Write, " Holiness to Heaven ! " 

From comer-stone to spire. 

So shall these walls of beauty, 

And shaft that seeks the sun, 
Be place of earnest worship. 

Till earthly worship 's done. 
And now, come to thy Temple, 

And fold us with thy wing. 
And praises, Lord! Salvator! 

Shall leap from heart and string. 
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CHRIST'S HUMANITY. 



** Christ, the holy, Jait, and true, 
I could not lore aa now I do, 
Did I think that be were other 
Than vaj human friend and brother." 

JAHXa ▲Z.DRtOK. 



CHRIST'S DEITY AND HUMANITY; IN REPLY TO 
THE F0EE60IK0. 

Christ, my human friend, I might 

Love, as I would love the man 
Who, in all things good and right, 

Followed out his Maker's plan ; — 
Who was perfect in his ways, 

Perfect in his thought and speech ; — 
Such Exemplar I would pnuse. 

Such would follow where he 'd teach. 
But though holy, just, and true, 
I could not love him as I do, 
Did I think he were no other 
" Than my human friend and brother.*' 
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Tost upon the waves of sin, 
By a tempest rough and dark, 
God must send the saving Ark, 

I ask not man to take me in ! 
To a human friend ray song 

Could not for deliverance rise ; 
To a human Christ belong 

Not ascriptions of the skies. 
He, created, cannot save 
Me, a creature, from the grave. 
Power, inferior, has no spell 
Over agonies of hell. 
■What! —were Glances from which fled 
Sickness, — Voice, at which the dead 

Quivered in his shroud, 
Human only ? — Come, Despair ! 

Come, ye dreadful Doubts ! a crowd 
Which the Saviour at my prayer 
Cast out from me. Back again 
Come ye to my bosom. Vain 
Hopes built on Salvation's plan, 
If the Saviour 's but a man ! 
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No ! — Gethsemane its charm 

Loses of subduing sadness, — 
Calvary for my hurt no balm 

Hath of healing gladness, 
If the Sufferer, whose blood-sweat 

Bathed that sacred ground for me, 
If the Man whose crimson wet 

For my sins, the cursed tree, 
Is not God and Man united ! — 
In this wilderness of fears, 
Dust my food, my drink my tears — 
I should wander on, benighted, 
Every hope of Heaven blighted, 
Had I not in all my sorrow 
Peace to-day and hope for morrow, 
In the healing, pardoning blood, 
Of the Incarnate Man and God. 
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TREMONT TEMPLE.* 

Thx Pencil's art, the Chisel's skill, 
Has Taste compelled around this shrine, 

Where Genius and where Wit, at will. 
Subdued the sense with charm divine. 

These altars, heaped with Pleasure's spoils, 
Henceforth shall airy Pleasure shame 

With — costlier than her gums and oils — 
The heart that fears Jehovah's Name. 

The Tragic and the Comic Muse 
To meek Religion yield the throne ; 

The flower that drank Castalia's dews. 
Will blush and bloom for God alone. 

Thanks, holy Saviour, that such change 

Involves no sacrifice of bliss ; 
But rather that the Drama's rangpe 

Affords no happiness like this. 

* Formeriy Tremont Theatre, in Boston. Written on the 
oecaaion of iti opening for religioui worship. 
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For Knowledge wakes a smile to-night, 
That surely speaks of Hope and Heaven ; 

And if a tear reveal its light, 
It sparkles joy for sin forgiven. 



THEY THAT SOW IN TEARS SHALL 
REAP IN JOY. 

There is an hour of hallowed peace 

For those with cares distressed, 
When sighs and groans and tears shall cease, 

And all be hushed to rest ; — 
'T is then the soul is freed from fears, 

And doubts that here annoy — 
And they, who oft have sown in tears, 

Shall reap again with joy. 

There is a home of sweet repose, 

Where storms assail no more ; 
The stream of endless pleasure flows 

Along that heavenly shore. 
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There smiling peace with love appears, 

And bliss without alloy ; 
There they who once have sown in tears 

Now reap eternal joy. 

When the revealing hour is near 

That sunders every tomb, 
And on oar way of doubt and fear 

We pass the valley's gloom — 
O Jesus, calm our mortal fears ; 

Let praise our lips employ — 
So we, who here have sown in tears, 

May reap in Heaven with joy. 
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VERSES. 



TO TB> AUTBOB OT *< ▲ TOIOS FKOM THB 1CA.IK SBOK. 

Iw every line of this, thy book, 
Simplicity and Truth I see ; 
Cold eyes, perhaps, may on it look, — 
It opens Feeling's fount in me. 

The ills of orphanage, the blight 
That falls upon the youthful flower, — 
The scorn of pomp and pride, the slight 
That waits the crushed by Penury's power, - 

Life's winged storms that, ceaseless, beat — 
Far from her nest — the wandering dove, — 
The spirit's woes, till safe retreat 
She finds within the Ark of Love, — 

I 've read and pondered — read and wept — 
And thought, what can the weary do, 
By cruel winds and waters swept — 
But hasten to such Refuge too ? 



It 
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We *re wanderers, all, of land or sea ; 
On ship and shore Life's storms increase ; 
Yet who 'II complain, that shall like thee 
Drop anchor in the port of peace ! 

I thought, too, in the darkest hour 
That ever wrapt the land or deep, 
Hops hath indomitable power 
The tempest-driven soul to keep. 

Our straining sails we reef or furl. 
In haste the angry wrath to slip, — 
Yet, ceased of elements the whirl, 
Our canvass clouds again the ship. 

Our compass from its silent track 
In Grief's cold latitudes may veer, — 
But quickly flies the needle back 
When to Affection's clime we steer. 

And O, how sweet to think, while crowd 
These earthly sorrows round us so, 
That we, who to the blasts have bowed. 
Shall rise where heavenly zephyrs blow ! 
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A COLLOQUY IN THE STUDY. 

I WILL not hence, thy sacred troth 

Unto the lost to show, 
Unless O Lord, with me in sooth, 

Thou graciously wilt go. 

I cannot stir to yonder place ; — 

I 'm too unwise and weak 
To commune -^ilh Thee, face to face, 

And in thy Name to speak. 

I cannot now unlock the store 

Of knowledge, for my mind 
Itself is groping at the door 

Of Wisdom, halt and blind. 



I may not tell what wealth of gold 
Bedecks the eternal skies, 

While vanities of me have hold, 
And earth fills all mine eyes. 
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I cannot stand, unshrinking, up 

Before my fellow-man. 
And tender him the awful cup, 

Charged with his bliss or ban. 

And with Thy keen and shining sword, 
The joints and marrow part ; 

And show him, by Thy searching word, 
The secrets of his heart. 

And speak of the outgushlng streams 

From Calvary that roll, 
And to the Dayspnng's blushing beams 

Direct his darkened soul. 

I 'm not in exercise of faith 
That Heaven to-day will win ; 

I trust not what the Almighty saith 
To him who turns from sin. 

I 'm not in earnest, that " there 's room " 

For all who mercy choose ; 
I do not mourn his certain doom 

Who will that grace refuse. 
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I fear me, through ray unbelief, 

Some soul may enter hell ; — 
Shall I, of unbelievers, chief, 

Offailh in Jesus tell? 

I, who so richly merit wrath, 

A wanderer all my days — 
Shall I point out the narrow path, 

Whence no true pilgrim strays ? 

J touch the soul's deep springs ? — the tear 

Call forth? yes, even I 
Dispel the involuntary fear 

And light the clouded eye. 

Who am myself so dark and cold. 

Whose fears at times are great ; 
Who tremble when I should be bold. 

Who often doubt ray state ? 

Impossible it is to preach 

Unaided from the throne ; 
My waiting flock, let who will teach, 

Itoill not go alone ! 
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O, midnight wrestler ! dost thou fail 
When Day peeps forth abroad ? 

Up, trembler ! learn how they prevail 
Who take the strength of God. 

And turn thee from poor, sinful self, 

To Help above thine own ; 
And, tired of human learning's pelf, 

To riches of the throne. 

Yea, turn from books, and toil, and thought, 

To Him, the glorious Man, 
Whose blood both flock and shepherd bought 

Redeeming as it ran. 

And in thy utter weakness, find 

The Rock of Ages strong ; 
And in thy sin, the Perfect Mind 

Thy soul's rejoicing song. 

Then, freed from darkness, speak of light 
That floods Redemption's way ; 

And set the sinner's feet aright. 
Whence he may never stray. 
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O, wondrous Saviour ! who hast all 
I need, Thy glory show ; — 

Now in thine arms, poor, weak, I fall ; 
Noio in Thy strength I 'll go ! 



SUNDAY EVENING VERSES. 

In weakness and in trembling, 

I spoke, O God, to-day, — 
No threat of thine dissembling, 

No promise kept away ; — 
Thy will to men revealing, 

"With unction from above. 
I sin rebuked with feeling, 

And comforted in love. 



Yet, were I ready Aaron, 
Or, were I gifted Paul, 

Unless Thou teachest, barren 
And profitless were all ; — 
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The zealous tongue may clamor, 

The stupid heart to wake — 
Thy Spirit is the hammer 

Which only can it break. 

A broad and lovely margin 

Is Truth, with flowerets set, 
Through which, its wealth discharging, 

Flows Prayer, the rivulet ; — 
Though beautiful the border. 

Art thou, ray soul, content, 
Till swifter, deeper, broader, 

The onward stream is sent ? 



I count it solid pleasure, 

I count it lasting fame. 
To guide the poor to treasure 

Concealed in Jesus' Name ; — 
Yet if the soul's glance, flashing, 

Sends not to mine its spark, 
I am, where waves are dashing, 

A star, untrue and dark. 
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To vanquish Baal, before me 

Go, Pleading ihat prepares ! 
At altars waiting, o'er me 

Rise, cloud of Christian prayers ! 
In answer to my calling. 

In answer to their cry, 
The fire of Heaven, falling. 

Shall lick the trenches dry. 



Called down at Prayer's desire. 

To bless the Jewish world — 
Thy glory, at Moriah, 

O'er shrine and pillar curled ; — 
I ask not now the splendor 

Which dazzles aching sight, — 
But, Lord, the glimpses render 

That fill the heart with light ! 




lU 
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THE FORGER AND HIS MOTHER. 



When the lentence of the law was pronoaneed on MitcfaeU, 
the brgetf (late member of Coogrea,) hb aged mother atood 
l^ hia aide, with hia band daaped in hen. She aAerward ao> 
Gompanied him to the gate of tiw State Priaon. 



% 

Hs who would order break 
To soothe insatiate pride, 

Who leaves, for Folly's wake, 
Safe Wisdom's pleasant tide, 

May sink in depths, or, on the swell 

Of billows, onward sweep to hell. 

Lost to thyself and shame. 

The execrating land 
Ringing with thy lapsed name. 

Now, legislator ! stand 
Among the vile, a moral stench, 
A felon at the frowning bench. 
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The world's poor flattery fled, 

By friends regarded not, 
Thy partner, (worse than dead,) 

Thee leaving to thy lot, 
Ck>yer, Oblivion's dreary pall. 
The abject wretch, cast out of all! 

And chiefly from his eye 

Shut out that stricken forin ! 
Better at once to die, 

And meet the eternal storm, 
Than bide — for hath that tempest worse ? 
An aged, injured mother's curse. 

Not one ! O Heaven ! not one 

To look upon his face ! 
To pity the undone, 

To show sweet Mercy's grace, 
Or break Despair's terrific spell ; — 
Not one ! not one ! Hell ? tkU is Hell. 



Yes ! — while the law its cup 
Prepares of bitter doom, 
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And shuts the gnilty up 

In misery's living tomb, 
Behold the Mother by him stand, 
And clasp within her own his hand ! 

And tells not this the story of a love 

Stronger tlian death? ay, stronger than dis- 
grace? 
Such deep-engrossing spirit's from above ; 

Earth, sordid, selfish, hath of it no trace. 

The fountain of a Mother's love, Lovx keeps ; 

Angels watch round it ; from it floweth ever 
A tide more certain than the constant deeps, 

The blue wide waste of waves that faileth never. 

And he, her first-bom, idle, dissolute. 
Heartless, deceptive, cruel though he be, 

With less of human in his soul than brute. 
Lost in the mire of vile debauchery, 

Or, with the unlawful thirst of golden g^n, 
Who has his priceless honor sold for dross. 
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And bargained, madly, for enduring pain ; 
Yea, in his cunning, won accursed loss, 

At the tribunal for his deed arraigned, 
With every eye in scorn upon him bending, 

Cast out by friend and foe, too foully stained. 
Too deeply scarred by guilt, for man's befiriend- 

In her true love finds refuge, solace, hope ; 

She cheers him with the glimpse of better days, 
And for his evil star shows horoscope 

Foretelling brightness round his future -ways. 

Saith the Wise Son of Sirach, " for his child 
The father's thought at midnight sadly waketh ; " 

But for her son, whom folly hath defiled, 
The mother's heart, surcharged with anguish, 
breaketh. 

The love that fondly o'er her infant hung. 
The while he drew life from its sacred source, 

The love, that, like an JSgis, round him flung 
Most sure protection in his boyhood's course, 
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That lingered on his step of gracefal youth. 
Haunting his eyeiy walk with watchful care, 

Invoking splendors of celestial Truth 
To wrap his mind and ask admission there. 

Hath followed him ; yea, as the radiant star 
Unerring, of the pure and polar sky, — 

That shines on ocean's wanderer afar, 
•T will shine on him till Love and Nature die. 

O Son! abuse not, slight not love like this. 

By memory of the precepts at her knee. 
By the sweet token of her fond, first kiss, 

Cross not by crime her holy hope for thee ! 

By the sad hour that comes at last to call 
Her, a free spirit, to the stainless skies, 

By thoughts of her green grave, yea, and by all 
The vain regrets which o'er that grave may rise, 

Heed thoa thy Mother ! heed the earnest love 
Which error in her child can ne*er abate ; 

And on her clouded path that leads above, 
Let joy for thee a beauteous rainbow wait. 
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In all thy joys she hath a fervent joy ; 

T^ flame that on her altar bums is thine ; 
Thy griefs are hers^ and Ages, that destroy 

All other temples, reverence this shrine. 

For gloweth not this flame in other sphere ? 

Yes, she who soars from night and thee away, 
Follows, with blessed eyes, thy footsteps here, 

Till thou escape, like her, to perfect Day. 

Sorrows will cluster round thy path below, 
Thoa may^st not wholly shun this common 
doom — 

But love thy mother, fear thy God, and so 
'Mid thorns of life, for thee shall flowerets bloom. 
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ASPIRATIONS IN THE PULPIT. 

O Jesus, while implores 
■iTig Our Invocation grax;e, 
Invocadon. Gome ! for 't is Christ within the doors 
That makes the holy place. 

O Jesus, while I Read, 
Readiof the Each to thy Word incline ; 
Scripturet. And bid the rays that upward lead, 

Flash down on every line. 



Singing. 



Pmyer. 



O Jesus, show the Choir 
How soul and song may chord, 
That they, attempting David's lyre, 
May truly praise the Lord. 

O Jesus, to thy feet 

We, stained with guilt, repair ; 

But blood has bathed the Mercy Seat, 

And thou wilt hear our Prayer. 



. 
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The 
Swiuon. 



O Jesus, T^iile I Preach, 
With tears, a soul to gain. 
Thou, who art only Wisdom, teach, 
Or all the work is vain. 



Pnyer. 



O Jesus, hear us Pray 

For grace that sweetly wins ; 

And that Thy blood will wash away 

Our sanctuary sins. 



Benediction. 



O Jesus, as we part. 
Communion's seal impress ; 
And shadow every humble heart — 
A Trinity, to Bless. 
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HYMN* 

God of our Fathers ! while our ears 
Shall hear the chronicles of old — 
Thy wondrous deeds in ancieut years, 
Which sires unto their sons ha^e told ; — 

While our eyes see in Ifistory^s glass 
The red man of unconquered will, 
And the pale, patient pilgrim pass 
(Where once he dwelt) along this hill ; — 

While we review the way they trod 
Of wo and want, and war's grim curse,— 
Afflictions met for love of God, 
Privations borne, in faith, for us ; — 



May we their spirit catch, and give 
Ourselves, anew, to Truth and Thee j 
And, like those worthies, dare to live 
Freemen in Christ — the only Free ! 

* Sun|^ at the two hundred nad tenth Annirersaiy of the Pint 
Congngatiooal Church in Chailettown, Man., Nor. Vt, 1842. 
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THE SACRAMENT OF BAPTISM. 

PASTOS. 

Beholb, where the exalted Son 

To infants offera rest ; 
Come, parent, bring thy little one, 

And lay it on his breast. 

He, round its wakeful hours, will fling 
The Arm that safely keeps ; 

And, better than an angel's wing. 
Will fold it when it sleeps. 

He 'U flush iu cheeks with rosy health ; 

From sickness guard, and pain ; 
Or if He comes to ask thy wealth 

Of blessing back again, 

Will lead it firom our frosts, to where 
Bright summer never dies ; 

And, as their offspring eagles bear, 
Will bear it to the skies. 
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MOTHER. 

Q, holy man, what thou dost teach 

Disquieteth my heart ; 
Can stain my spotless infant reach ? 

Hath folly in it part ? 

My bird, jaet fledged to cheerful life, 
And chirping from its nest, 

What can it know of sorrow's strife? 
What needeth it of rest? 



Its eye is clear, its pulse is free. 
Life leaps in every vein ; 

Why namest thou my joy to me, 
In company with pain ? 



The weary, heavy-laden one, 
By secret sin opprest — 

The youth, to open follies won, 
The aged, sigh for rest ; — 
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But this, my bud of morning's honr, 
Is new to this world's sky ; 

Ood will not let such tender flower 
By passion's tempests die. 



PASTOR. 



Yet bring it, parent ! for thy child, 

Mortality's true heir, 
Is cast out in a thorny wild 

Of passion, grief, and care. 



That eye disease may dim ; that form — 
God's sweet and graceful flower — 

May droop before the cruel storm, 
And perish in an hour. 



The little babe may " weary " be ; 

The buoyant child of mirth 
Thou mayst a " burdened pilgrim " see, 

Pressed heavily to earth. 
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The germ of folly hid within 
May sprout in baleful bloom ; 

The unregarded sparic of sin 
May flesh and soul consume. 

Of joumeyers to a world above, 

Whate'er their fortunes be, 
The youngest need a Saviour's love — 

The love that helpeth thee. 

That love sufiiceth for the old ; 

'Tis treasure for the man j 
Life for the children of the fold. 

And infant of a span. 

Nor think thy dreams, prospective, give 
Firm ground for hope to build ; 

The man lives not— he may not live, 
Whose every hope »s fulfilled. 

Spring's blossoms, studding thick the bough, 

Oil fail of autumn's fruit ; 
God doth with leaves the tree endow, — 

A worm is at the root. 
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'T ia wise for us, for them H is wise, 
Ere falls the teaching rod — 

To point their wishes to the skies, 
Their purposes to Grod. 

For, when He pillared earth on air, 

And did the waters bind. 
Children and parents blended were 

With pity in his Mind. 

'T is kind — while o'er the waves of sin, 
All safely rides our bark — 

To take our struggling children in 
With us to Mercy's Ark. 

Of blessings which a Father gives, 
Wouldst thou thy child defraud ? 

The Abrahamic Ck>v'nant lives — 
Its seal : thus saith the Lord ! 



Now, then, in this, its feeble hour. 
To quiet thine alarms, 

Commit thy infant to His power, 
And to a Saviour's arms. 
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And for it ask Almighty care, 

And ask securing grace ; 
His heart hath audience for thy prayer, 

And for thy child a place. 



MOTHER. 



O, while these sparkling water-drops 
Suffuse ray infant's brow, 

Its spirit wash from every stain, 
Aild bless it, Saviour I Thou ! 
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Gathxrsd by the hand of kindness, 

Where Instruction holdeth rule, 
While the weeks fulfilled their courses, 

We have met in Sunday School ; 
When reigned o'er us frowning Winter, 

When the laughing Spring gave flowers, 
We have met in golden Autumn, 

We have met in Summer showers. 



But, to-day, we come together, 

Where on Nature's fitce we look ; 
Every tree to us a letter, 

Every field and grove a book. 
Here we take from leaves oar lessons ; 

Task the insect on the wing ; 
And, with birds and rippling waters, 

Join our voices as we sing. 

* Written liir a Sunday fichool Peidral, held In Needham, 
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Here, in cheerful recreation, 

Which, to-morrow, won't condemn — 
We, to-day, improve the moments, 

Knowing Wisdom numbers them. 
And, around these woodlands playing-, 
' Buzzing, frisking, like the bee. 
Each will think that God is saying 

" In your sports remember Me ! " 

Thus, along life's checkered wayside, 

May we always lessons take, 
Which the Great Instructor scatters, 

For the youth and children's sake. ^ 
And, while yet the heart is lightest, 

May for him its pulses beat, 
So shall He, whose smile is brightest, 

Shine, when darkness wraps our feet. 

Gathered by the hand of kindness, 
Where Instruction holdeih rule, 

We shall learn not long together, 
We must leave our Sunday School ; 



P O X M 8 . 163 ' 



Yet while time and yoath are flying, 
' May we so improve our powers, 
As to say, or living, dying, 
" We are Christ's and Christ is ours." 



Then, should floods of sorrow gather, 

As about our path they must, — 
While the clouds of trial thicken. 

And the muttering thunders burst— 
We, of sunshine ever dreaming. 

O'er them all shall see the bow ; 
God ! where all thy skies are gladness, 

Wilt Thou disappoint us ? — No ! 
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FAIR AND TEA PARTY 

AT wasT roZburt, JtTi.y 4^-1843. 

■ 

Rise ! and celebrate the Day 
When our fathers cast away 
■ Coeds of Britain ; when our land 
Leaped at word of the decree 
That a Continent was free, — 
Promulgated by the band, 
Who in counsel, hand in hand, 
Who in angry battle stood, 
Making every tittle good 
Of their Declaration, hurled 
In the face of half a world. 
Rise ! and celebrate ! — by song, 
Flowing with the cup along ? 
At the board of noisy cheer, 
Where the fool and brute appear ? 
Rise ! and celebrate ! — with laugh, 
Ringing from a head of chaff, 
Where the undisceming mind 
To true Liberty is blind — 
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Where the thou^Uess ftdl to scan 
The right estimate of M^, 
And while boasting o'er the graves 
Of those martyrs, are but slaves? 
Thus may Folly — never can 
Wisdom celebrate it so, 
Making mock of Freedom ; No ! 
'Tis her privilege to show, 
That, in every deed and thought. 
To the test of conscience brought— 
And by conscience fairly tried, 
God is only glorified. 
What ! shall our great Jubilee, 
Proudest on the roll of fame -— 
By perversion merely be 
Calendared to greatest shame ? 
Perish, sooner, Freedom's name ! 
Perish, all we justly claim 
Noblest, purest, brightest, best ; 
Freedom, then, were but a jest. 
Celebrate ! and to His glory 
Acts rehearse of ancient story ; — 
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Celebrate ! and in your lays 

Give the King of nations praise ; — 

Celebrate! and by your deeds 

Show, when MxacT intercedes, 

Yon can hearken ; and are able 

Gifts on this entreating table 

With alacrity to lay, 

As your tribute for the Day ; — 

Gold, by eagles, if you choose it, 

Silver — we will not refuse it ; 

Pennies, though but little things, 

If the heart the offering brings — 

Are a gift as truly given, 

And accepted are of Heaven. 

Gifts be yours of Heaven's increase ! 

Ne'er for yon earth's blessings cease ! • 

Leave your offering ! Go in peace ! 
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THE POET. 



" Ah, the Poet's mystic measare 
It a rich, bat fitUl treaaure ; 
Biiae to «rthera — to the maater 
Full of bitter and dlauter." 

r&OM TBS BPAMISB 07 ZOaRIZXA. 



Yet no trae Poet would resign 
■ His much-loved lyre, 
Nor quench the fire 
Whose source is sacred and divine. 

If, with the roses on its string, 

Be woven thorns, 

He fondly scorns 
Aside the instrument to fling. 



Be sure, vain worid, though in his cup 

Be bitter dregs, 

The boon he begs 
Is privilege to drink them up; 
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For on its rim, so rade and rough, 

His lips do meet 

That honey-sweet, 
Which for his palate is enough. 

Ye, after meagre pleasures strain ; 

His better bliss 

He oA may miss. 
Yet won, U is dearer for the pain. 

Ye deem he follows bat a shade. 

That in a bright 

Dream of the night 
Glitters, and with the dawn doth fade. 

No! no ! they're bubbles ye pursue j 

He grasps the prize 

Which to the eyes 
Of Reason, is the fair and true. 

Ye deem the master's ** mystic measure '* 

Yields only wo. 

And only flow [treasure. 

Dark streams, where wells his sparkling 
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No ! no ! while he the chord doth sweep 

Others for bliss 

May smile ; 'tis his 
For very ecstasy to weep. 

Te deem hi? hidden riches mean, 
And he but dotes 
Who o'er them gloats, 

By sordid sensual eyes unseen. 

No ! no ! if might his giA be sold, 

And his free heart 

Brought to the mart, 
God's universe has not the gold. 
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CHRISTIAN HABITS. 

Wheks good and ill are strangely mixed, 

To Pilgrim, true, is given, 
Not rapture, ))ut the Habit, fixed, 

Of fellowship with Heaven. 

Beleagured by the fiends of night. 
Behind, beneath, and o'er him, 

His Habit is, to watch the light 
That ever bums before him. 

And if that Star at times is dim, 
And fades his bright Elysian, 

He knows the error is with him, 
And prays for perfect vision. 

• 

Nor idly at the mountain's foot 

Repeats a helpless story. 
But strong exertions forth will put, 

To reach the upper glory. 
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' AocunM devils ! —jeer and jibe — 

Ye cannot him appal ; 
Roar, lions ! — Hx, of Judah's tribe, 

Shall rend the lion's caul. 

Adown the ghostly vale of tears, 
Where souls are lost and won — 

He sighs, and weeps, and stops his ears. 
And journeys meekly on. 

Whatever the road, or wind, or weather, 

Fierce sun, or freezing blast. 
He travels on, nor cares a feather, 

So resteth he at last. 

And thus he goes, in face of foes. 
Through heats, and logs, and rains, 

Till where the spice-gale softly blows 
O'er Beulah's pleasant plains. 

nil hoarsely murmurs at his feet 

The cold and rapid river, 
Beyond whose banks the sunbeams beat, 

That warm and shine for ever. 
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These are hifl Habits ; — are they tifkuu? 

Is crown'or cum for me ? 
Lord of the W^y ! my feet incline 

Steadfastly Unto Thee. 



HYMN TO THE CROSS. 



Shall I be dumb, whose harp was slave 

When folly asked a song from me ? 
ShaU I be stapid hertj who gave 

To every idol willing knee ? 
No ! let the world rebuke my zeal, 

And Bcofls upon my purpose fling ! 
I '11 teach the strings the joy I feel, 

Harp, song, and soul shall praise the King. 

What thongh the Gross, to those who die. 
Appeals in vain with tears and blood,— 

They hearing not its human cry. 
They seeing not upon it God, — 
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Yet, veiled within this type of guilt, 

Salvation is beheld by Faith ; 
She sees the stream for rebels «pilt, 

She hears the nrords that Mercy saith. 

Bm little deemed the sworded bands, 

Who raised thee on Jadea^a steep, 
That to the Cross should Gentile lands. 

Though cold and flinty, look and weep. 
But little deemed the mitred priest, 

Or scribe, who urged the furious yell, 
That with thy reign their empire ceased, 

That at thy rise tradition fell. 

But little deemed the rabble rout, 

Self-danmed, by imprecation rash, — 
Who, drunk with madness, gave the shout. 

And robe and thorn, and reed and lash, — 
That ages thence, till age was done, 

Mankind should reverence yield to thee ; 
And to thy Slain, who, dying, won, 

Earth, hell, and heaven, should bow the knee. 
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Nor thefff of all, the only true, 

Who pressed, upon thy Victim** hem,— 
Not yet their Saviour fully knew, 

The " Daughters of Jerusalem ; " 
Though they, with woman's earnest truth, 

Watched through the earthquake and the gloom, 
And hasted, in the morning's youth, 

With precious spices to his tomb. 

A pledge, a treasure, treason's word, 

A bauble at the papal shrine, — 
A standard, when the world was stirred, 

To sweep the fields of Palestine, — 
A sweet memorial to the dead, 

That die in Him who died on thee, 
Thou, Cross ! on which the Paschal bled, 

Hast been, and art, and yet shall be. 



A sparkling gem, thee kings may wear. 
Or dark-eyed maidens of the South,— 

By thee the bearded Russ may swear, 
Or Greek profess with lying mouth ; 
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Or of the cowl and cloister, he 
Thy mystic seal on forehead make, 

And laugh at paid immunity 
From sin he never need forsake. 



Or thou may'st glare amid the gloom 

That wiaps the assassin paths of Spain ; 
Or thee, in pomp, imperial Rome 

Lift up, the sign of Error's reign ; 
We claim no less the symbol given, 

(So simple, true, like our belief; 
Despised by Earth, approved by Heaven,) 

Of peace and pain, of joy and grief. 



Though planted on a barren hill. 

Thou art a tree whose worth divine 
Yields more delight, the sense to fill, 

Than stHtely palm, or clustering vine ; 
Beneath thy boughs, all stained with gore, 

I stand and pluck the fruit above, 
Whose sweetness relish leaves for more, 

Whose fragrance is immortal love. 



176 P O K M B . 

O, Blood of the Incarnate One ! 

O Voice ! that warns and wooes ftom. sin, 
Dost thou for me thus freely run? 

Dost thou speak thus, and call m« in? 
Is grace bo near for me, so vile ? 

Stoops Love to such a slave of last? 
Shall I be sharer in thy smile ? 

Are thrones reserved for grovelling dust? 



I, loser by the fatal tree, 

In Adam, — see it all restored 
By Him, the Adam, who, on thee, 

My pardon bought, my Saviour, Lord. 
In life, I '11 glory in the shame 

The foolish world in thee discerns ; 
In death, I '11 seek no other Name 

Than His the unbeliever spurns. 

I hear and trust that pardoning Voice, 
I see and seek that healing Blood, 

And in the dying Man rejoice, 
And glory m the living God. 
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And can I bid my song be mute, 
So apt to speak of worldly dross ? 

Wake, soul and song and lyxe aad lute ! 
To tell the wonders of the Cbqss ! 



ADIEU TO THE BARK ** STAMBOTJL," 

WITH ICtMtoaiABIBS. 

Chkistian ship, of Turkish title, 
Rich in Heaven's treasure — 

March ! march ! in Grod's name, 
To wind and water's measure. 



Home the gospel laborerlake, 
Who takes his sickle, bright ; 

Home ! — the Missionary's home 
Is where the fields are white. 
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No farewells ! can they pan 
Wlio are linked in union? 

Toss between us, billows ! heait 
Is wish, them in couununion. 



March ! march ! upon the waters ; 

Joylul is our song ; 
God ! who love Thee must be joyful- 

They who trust Thee, strong. 

Dance, ye banners ! strain, ye sails ! 

Softly now, and fair — 
What a breeze hath Heaven's Ship ! 

What a breath is Prayer ! 
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Wb give Thee not a shrine of gold, 
Nor oiU and ganu of price ontold ; 
No glorf -cload to-day hath ahone, 
Aa filled the hoase of Solomon. 

Yet here onr hearts have inly burned ; 
Yet here the wanderer hath returned, 
How deep the love ! how sweet the fear ! 
*' One greater than the temple *s here." 

This house— in which to teach Thy sway, 
That God mast rule and man obey ; 
Where doctrines shall distill, where all 
On Thee, in truth, may freely call, — 

Where converts, as tlie drops of dew. 
Shall gather ; saints their vows renew— 
We dedicate to Father, Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One ! 

• Banf Bt tlM DedkatioB of the Baptist Maetlnf Houm In 
pKWtucket, R. I., Dec M, IMS. 



IBO FOXX B. 



WHAT IS THE FINEST SIGHT? 



<* Mm Mariinean nyt, that die was told hf the captain oft 
iteamer whkh plted on the river Niagara, between the AinericaB 
and the Bfitlah sborea, that the ftneet tight in the world was (te 
leap of tiie fugitive Slave to the land, when the alup neaied tlie 
BriUah territory." ^Tiffa Lord Morptth't S^peeek mt Ikt 
fTorfd't GnMMtfkm. 



" What is the finest sight ? 

America's most brave ? " 
I ask, where, black as night, 

Niagara's waters rave. 

What is the finest sight 
On placid lake or shore? 

Answer me ! tones of might 
That from Niagara roar. 

Not where the cloudless beam 
On mimic ocean glows ; 

Not where thy silver stream, 
Utawas! gently flows. 
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Not where the verdant banks 
Hem in Saint Lawrence' piide. 

Not where the forest flanks 
Niagara's sweeping tide. 

Not where the Cataract's call 
Through million tramps is blown ; 

Not where that monarch Fall 
Hath rainbows round his throne. 

Ck>d sees a finer sight 

Than waterfall or flowers, 
When to yon land of light 

A slave escapes from oars. 

When, fearing, crouching, creeping, 

He steals his onward way, — 
At night, in terror sleeping, 

And scarce alive by day ; — 

Till, leaping from the deck. 

The fugitive at last 
Is safe, where scowl and beck 

And whip and chain are past. 
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God ftoops to see that sigbt, 
Fnlfilling NatQre*8 plan— 

A cheated " chattel " write 
Himself, a lawful K^ir. 

Hell lattglu to see thai sight, 
The baffled Soath perplexed, 

When thos their stolen right 
To Canada's annexed. 



RAIN! RAIN! 



Rain! Rain! from oat thy clouds 

O God of Nature pour ; 
Refresh the panting earth 

With thy abundant store ; 
For thy death ai^el spreads his wings 
Of withering, o*er our lakes and springs. 
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Rain! Rain! the cracking ground 
Sends columns forth of heat; 

'Tis yellow brass above, 

'T is dust beneath OUT feet. 

The tasselled com hangs down its head, 

The bearded rye and wheat are dead. 

Rain ! Rain ! or life will fail ; 

Fast falls its only staff; 
Turn not our wells to rocks, 

Turn not our bread to chaff. 
Let not our poor, unnoticed, cry, 
Let not our children, famished, die. 



Pray on f — the pregnant cloud 

Lies ready in God's fist, 
And prayer can force it out. 

And empty H as ye list. 
Ye *ve prayed ? — to prayer ! to prayer ! again ; 
So may He give the gracious Rain. 
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BRITISH SEIZURE OF THE SANDWICH 
ISLANDS* 

Qkea-I Bixtain ! down thy hungry goi^ 
Wonld^st thou these lovely islands cram? 

Or refuge offers them Saint George, 
As lion offers to the Iamb? 

WonId*st thou take them In close embrace, 

And kindly stab them in the side, 
As thou the glorious, abject race 

Of Erin, smitest in thy pride? 

Or, with TBst India, grind to dust 
Tliese dots o'er which thy flag's nnfuiled, 

Tet more to make thy name of lust 
Abhorred by an indignant world ? 



SThewvmMaiabdiByed to ba Uh iih^mmjiih of > fcdhif, 
nnlTenBl in oar Und, when the ddiogo of thb oalnfv brato 
upon la. Tbv dtwTewvI and ntHiBettion of tUi wroug tj ttn 
BMA OovomneBty bavo dnoe beecoM matton of pleonnlBr 
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T%ou art too late ! a higher crown 
Hath thee forestalled, to certain loss, 

And king and priesthood have lain down 
Their soil and seas before the Cross. 

« 

A flag of fairer folds is flung 

Than thine, o'er churches, courts, and schools, 
A noBIer hymn by mxn is sung. 

Than hirelings rare of " Britain Rules ! " 

On thy decrepit throne in vain 

Thou, trembling, cursest wayward fates ; — 
These islands are to Christ's domaui 
Thus won by the Umitxd Statks. 
1843. 
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NO REST. 



" No Rest shall be to guilty man ! " 
From Eden thmidered thus the Lord ; 

And on its bowers He cast the ban, 
And planted o'er its gates the sword. 

• 

No Rest the hapless wanderer foimd, 
And none has found of Adam bom ; 

Where'er he toils is rugged ground, 
Where'er he rests is felt the thorn. 

No Rest from disappointment's pang, 
No Rest in full fruition's arms, — 

No Rest for mustering passion's clang, 
From folly's trump and sin's alarms. 

No Rest from weary wasting pains ; — 
The failing body breeds decay ; 

And nature of herself complains, 
And longs for wings to soar away. 
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No Rest ttom the devouring gn.ve ; — 
There *s dost on many a lordly brow ; 

How trite, that nanght from death can save — 
That youth and i^e and strength must bow ! 

• 

If thus Earth*8 offerer sadly feels 
The ground uncertain *neath his feet, 

And these ialse altars where he kneels 
Can give ftom sorrow no retreat ; 

How may the world, O Christian, yield 
A cordial for thy wounded breast, 

Or interpose effectual shield 
Between thyself and cares, unblestT 

From these thou may'st deliverance find. 
Deliverance that Religion gives ^ 

Yet here '« no Rest ('t is not unkind) 
For him who to his Maker lives. 

The moment thou didst take His yoke, 

A laborer for thy Lord to be, — 
His strong commandment to thee spoke : 

" Arise ! this is no Rest for thee ! " 
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No Rest to watching o'er thy sin ! 

To slay pride, pasaian, ease, and lust ; 
Tliou must each hour the fight begin ; 

They droop, but do not bite the dust. 

No Rest to persevering prayer! 

All night the patriarch strove with God, 
And who would Israel's blessing share 

Must tread the path that Jacob trod. 

No Rest to toil for souls undone ! 

Lo ! while thou faintest, millions die ; 
Day hastens— work, before thy sun 

Rides downward to the evening sky. 

No Rest to gain in holiness ! 

We press through briers to the goal, 
Yet once beyond life's wilderness, 

And true perfection crowns the soul. 

Lord God Almighty ! give Thy grace 
To quicken every sluggish frame ; 

In Heaven they nearest see Thy face 
Who most on earth exalt Thy name. 



P O B M s . 189 



HYMN.* 



O Thou of Calvary ! Thou dicUt bear 
Our sad infirmity and care ; 
Our griefs didst to Thy bosom take, 
And soothe them for compassion's sake. 

Thy blessed feet the hovel trod, 
Where Want was shunned of all but God ; 
Thy healing hand did softly press 
The forehead troubled by distress. 

Thou art Benevolence, Divine ! 
Impart to us that love of Thine, — 
Disinterested, quiet, pure. 
With constancy that shall endure. 

May we to men by deeds of Love 
Exemplify Thee, though above ; 
And in Thy life our duty see. 
And, as disciples, follow Thee. 

* Boag at the AnnlTenaiy of the Howard Beoerolent Society 
oTBoetOB, at tin Old Soalk OiaiBh, Mot., IMS. 
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Disciples — not in creed alone ; 
Of Thee, by works, may each be known ; 
Nor vainly dream a faith that 's dead 
Unites to Christ, the Living Head. 

So, in Thy Day, to question made : 
*' Have ye Compassion's law obeyed ? ^' 
In dust, we will no merit take. 
While answering : " Ye*, for Thy deat 



m 



REV. PAUL COUCH, OF NEWBURYPORT, 

RSX.XA.BXI>, AVTSa TBXXTT TXABS* 8XOXKX88. 

Thb man,* whose affliction his fellow had been. 
More constant than friendship the world ever saw : 
Waited long, till the Saviour commanded, and then 
Infirmity heard and respected the law ; 

* John, T : 5. 
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More blest— thou for Heaven didst patiently wait 
Command from thy Maker, whose will was thy 

choice ; 
Determined, thoo^ kept by that will at the gate, 
To share with those, entered, ii^ Gratitude's voice. 

Thou wast early engaged in His service, thy sword 
Was glittering, thy helmet and breastplate were 

on; 
The weapon of All Prayer thou tookest, the Word, 
And Spirit, by whom is the victory won ; — 
But a less dazzling field, though as lofty, was 

thine; 
Thou wast called from war's brightness and glory 

and din. 
To show how in darkness the Christian may shine, 
How in quiet the soldier of Jesus may win. 



Thy sky was not all overclouded with fears, — 
For there was the rainbow of morning and even ; 
Thy cup, to the brim, was not wholly of tears, — 
A pearl to dissolve in H was graciously given ; 



IflS 
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Thou hadst fiiends, such as render calamity dear, 
When kindness the worth of true friendship re- 
veals ; 
A sister to help thee, console thee, and dieer, 
With love which a sister in Christ only i^els. 

There are those who may actively serve, and 

they go 
On wheels of the lightning, their chariot the flame ; 
Tbere are those wh« serve willingly waiting, 

they know 
Their passive obedience is counted the same ; 
But to thee, more exalted, was given the lot 
The will of thy Master in meekness to bear; 
That the preacher a God whom the prosperous 

knew not. 
In suffering might serve and in patience declare. 



When ^tna its anger doth speak out in flame, 
And thunders, volcanic, a city appal, 
The slave of the Papacy calls on a name, 
The guilty are troubled, yet cling to their thrall ; 
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But the more the rebukings of God met thine ear, 
Thou, freed from the terror, didst love Him the 

more; 
And what in the vile only kindles up fear, 
Led thee, in thy holiness, Him to adore. 

In his garden of saints, when the Keeper doth 

walk. 
And call for his north wind and south wind to 

blow, 
Reviving the blossom and strengthening the stalk, 
And causing, abundantly, spices to flow, — 
He may prune. He may break. He may crush, if 

He please. 
Such discipline only doth quicken their bloom ; — 
Though the strokes of His love may be heavy, He 

sees 
The bruised and the broken yield sweetest per- 
fume. 



^^>'^K^ 
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PORTENTS. 



Mt God, do lips wake martial story, 
As they were wont, years past, to wake? 
Do long-foTgotten songs of glory 
Upon the startled nations break ? 
Does the appealing drum redouble, 
In dreadful beat, its former call ? 
And the sharp trumpet ring of trouble, 
Of cities sacked, of states that fall? 

Has haughty Albion claimed dominion 
For her swollen sceptre, o'er the deeps ? 
And spreads our bird, permitted pinion. 
Where'er Saint Qeorge*^ banner sweeps? 
Shall our brave tars be bid to tremble 
At her subalterns' lordly beck— 
Her subjects once — now ours— disaemUe, 
And cower, when searchers tread the deck? 

Are our majestic ships in motion, 
All bristling with the front of war — 
Soon to speak out on every ocean, 
Vengeance lor violated law? 
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Are our bright stars and stripes to flourish, 
All proudly, in the conflict's storm— 
The fighting freeman's hopes to nourish, 
Or wrap in rest his mangled form? 

Will Death his eager lackeys rally, 
Where ranks close up and squadrons wheel? 
And peaceful plain and happy valley 
Echo the clang of murderous steel? 
Will stern alarums shake the city? 
Will Conflagration climb these domes ? 
And feet of those that have no pity. 
Pollute our shrines, our halls, our homes? 

Do vigorous men who on our mountains 

Their harvests reap, disdain them now, 

And laurels ask, that, dipped in fountains 

Of purple, deck the hero's brow? 

Our generoiu youth — will they in clusters 

Forsake their hearths and quiet joy 

For fields and camps where Battle musters, 

And Ruin follows to destroy? 
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Our poeta — are they idly singing' 
Hosannas to the fiery god ? 
Our maidens — long they to be flinging 
Their roses o'er the men of blood? 
' Is madness oar whole land possessingi 
To lavish thus her purchased boon, 
And deems she peacb a worthless blessing, 
That she discards the giA so soon? 

Our rulers — are they, faithless, strajrmg 
From virtue's path to fatal vice. 
Ambition's game unwisely playing, 
Such millions staked upon the dice ! 
Ha ! all around is sad replying, — 
Portents of what is soon to be ; [dying—- 
Arms gleam— flags wave — the groans of 
Survivors' shrieks, I hear and see. 



The Tree our noble fathers planted. 
Nods leafless, branchless, to its fall ; 
The Liberty, their children vaunted, 
Fair virgin ! lies beneath the pall ; -~ 
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Corraption saps the bond of union, 
While principles are bought and sold, — 
And perjured statesmen seek communion 
Not now with Right, but power and gold. 

My God, Thou dost permit Disorder, 
Foul bird — in Wisdom's balls to sail ; 
And from our centre to our border 
Dost let Distraction thus prevail. 
Revoke the mandate that is given 
To Thy dread sword, now stretched o'er us, 
And, humbled at the foot of Heaven, 
We '11 bless the hand that stays the curse. 



Teach England, that her highest duty 
She owes to Honor's just decree ; 
And better far than fame or booty 
(These eoukl she win) is fear of Thee. 
Teach «5, our cause to Thee committing, 
To trust again Thy guiding hand ; 
Assured, no final ill permitting. 
Thou wilt forgive and save our land ! 



1849. 
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HYMN* 

This earth, to the thorn and the brier now given, 
Was meant to show flowers and fruitage for 

Heaven ; 
Though failing in these, His not hopeless, O no! 
Here grain for its Lord may abundantly grow *, 
Truth's metaphor shines when he calls it a field 
That can wheat both for time and eternity yield : 
Yet we 've wept, and we 'vc toiled, and what 

more can we do ? 
The harvest is plenteous, the laborers are few. 

" Ibo many ! " — Yes, one for a destitute world 
Were "too many" for him who has o'er it un- 
furled 
ffis banner of darkness. " Too many " from wo 
Eternal its millions to rescue ? O no ! 
Hear Africa, Asia, America, cry ; 
Hear Europe ; — we hear, and while hearing, 
they die ! 

* SoDf Iqr M. Colburn, E«|., at ths AnaiverHLrjr of the 
Amarican Education Societj, in Pork Stnet Clmnh, May, 1842. 
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Yet we've wept, and we've toiled, and what 

more can we do ? 
The harvest is plenteous, the laborers are few. 

Up, Christian, who long in the furrow hast trod ; 
Up, convert, with all your fresh vigor for God ; 
Up aged, up manhood, up youth at the call, 
Tliough you rally by thousands, there's labor 

for all ; 
That soil you shall vanquish, by faith it is won! 
That wheat ye shall gather, by prayer it is done ! 
Pray ye, therefore, the Master more laborers to 

send, 
Heaven^s joy to begin, and Earth's sorrow to end. 
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LA LANTERNE vs. LA GUILLOTINE.* 

" Aw AT to the Lanteme ! " f Republicana sung, 
When Paris with tocsins of Liberty rung ; 
When law for the mob did tribunes manofacturei 
(Law, like a frail potsherd, for mobites to fracture,) 
When the few for the good of the many must bleed, 
And justified still by the end was the deed. 
" Away to the LmUeme I and hang by the neck 
Aristocrats, peers, at the plebeian's beck ; " 
And though by the steel, blood of mother and 

daughter, 
Sire, son, wife and husband, was poured oat like 

water. 
The Lanteme won laurels, so quick and so clean 
Its work, that it rivalled the great Guillotine ! 

* The ftbore piece tella iti own stoty. A nMLfaiilcent cofcwl 
X.A.MTSRK, oreurioui devicQ and rare workroanihip, invitee 
paneoffen to enter thie elegant and fiufaionable piaee of re> 
frttluntnt. 

t This waa the frenzied crj of the JaeoUni in the time of the 
Preueh Revolution, when nuinj who fell under the popular 
odium were hung on tlie lamp-irona without Judge or Jaiy. 
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Those days have gone by ; (^e may say without 

flattery, 
They were days of dark doings, and bloodshed 

and battery ;) 
And though revolution, to shift on the throne 
One king for another, to us is unknown, 
lliough horrid Sans-culottes ne'er sharpen the 

axe, 
That in spoils of nobility they may go snacks. 
Though swearing fish-women of snarled elfin 

locks. 
And Amazon fists, may not Royalty box, 
Though blood on our pavements in rivers do n't 

run, 
Nor Tragedy stalk there in frenzy or fun, 
Yet we have our Lanteme, and soon shaU be seen 
A rival in doings to great Guillotine ! 

Hush, fears! — we assure you we never will 

drive at 
Such brutal outbreakings ; ow doings are private ; 
We smear not our faces, we doff not our clothes, 
We 've no truculent oath, (though 'tis under the 

rose,) 
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Our Lanterae contemplates all politics right ; 

We are Democrat, Whig, and somewhat JaooMie; 

With bow, smirk and smiling, we gentlemen 
greet, 

For the ladies (soft souls) we hare compliments, 
sweet; 

We hail not new-comers with awkward ball- 
cartridges, 

(Though, once on our manor, vn pluck them like 
partridges ;) 

We know how to win them ; success will be seen, 

Our Lemteme shall rival the great Guillotine ! 



And then to attract them, a token, a show, 

Or what you choose call it, to please folks, yon 

know — 
We 've no rusty symbol, for who but an ass 
Would set up a scaie-crow?>-our Lcmttme ii 

glass, 
All gilded, and soaring, pagoda-like, up, 
Where men worship gods that are carved on the 

cup; 
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Most cunningly stained 't is, with curious device, 
Of "julep with apiMSy^^ " sling cobbler with ice; " • 
^^Egg-nog^^^ " tip and ty," '^'^ fiscal agent " at lunch ; 
For supper, " stone tooM," and "poor man?s cmrade 

punch;" 
Sure the de'il at invention of agents was mean 
In France, with La Lanteme and great Guillo- 
tine! 



"Wormwood floaters^* have we, on which tipplers 

may float 
To the gulf of black death, where there's never a 

boat; 
"Knickerbocker," and " smasher," " veto," to make 

merry; 
"Champagne," "brandy," "whisky," good old 

" Tom and Jerry ; " 
"Mulled wine," " soda punch," for the delicate lip 
Of sisters, and wives, who may secretly sip. 
Our Lanteme, blood red, is no " beacon to warn," 
We laugh all such Temperance slanders to scorn ; 

* The unlearned are notified, that then are the clanie nanwi 
offitTortte intoxieaUng^ dxinki, mingled and leld at this inleiM^ 
ing eitahHihrnnoU 
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Away to the Lanieme^ young men! for good 

cheer, 
Away to the Lanteme^ yonng ladies ! nor fear ; 
For manhood \» monarch, and beauty is queen 
At the Lantemej the rival of great Guillotine ! 

Come, Epicures ! skill shall as lordly a dish 
Prepare, as the sand ever gave of shell-fish ; 
Whoever has money, to him vire will sell ; 
(The penniless loafer may *< liquor " in hell ;) 
Spruce Clerk, who hast money ! come hither, and 

buy, 
Little Children, who gaze at our Lanteme^ come, 

try! 
Though young, time nor money may stay with 

you long. 
Eat and drink, ere both go like a bon invtuU^s 

song; 
Come Gay, and come Sober, Bucks, Bruisers 

and all. 
Tall, Short, Wise, and Simple, come, buy at our 

call ; 
Try all, and say all, if you don't find us keen. 
Our Lanteme '« a joke to the great Guillotine ! 
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THE BURNING. 



A ladj in N«w HunjMhin, wiw baa been made to drink deep- 
ly of aflUctioa, waa lately aiunmoned, with her children, on a 
&ir Sabbath OMming, to witneaa the biuningf of her dwelling ; 
and in that calamity to behold all that was left of her little poa- 
■eaaiona, awept away. Tlie nelghbon, anable to prevent the 
complete Ion of her proper^, itood, and gaaed and aighed, un- 
mindful of the lieil which called to afternoon worahip. She, aa 
oaual, attended church, and by her calm demeanor and abaorb- 
ed apirit, ahowed (hat tlie sanctuary is the place where sorrow 
may find lis healing, aa well aa where joy may expreas its 
gratitude. 



This is my story ; need my verse 
On such instructed grief to dwell ? 

Or to the heart, in lines, rehearse 
What every heart might love to tell? 

In my mind's eye, I see her stand, — 
Her seal subdued, yet all unbroke — 

Receiving from her Father's hand, 
Herself a child, a Father's stroke. 
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By stern affliction, years before, 
Led gently down the hnmble vale ; 

Where pilgrims drink of Heaven, the more 
That earthly streams of comfort fail. 

Her mansion, wrapped in cruel flame, 
That leaps and darts in fiery glee ; 

A fierce devourer none can tame, 
The mother's eye is bid to see. 

The mother — on whose slender arms, 
Pale, drooping flowers, her daughters, lean ; 

To shield from life's unnumbered harms, 
To guide through wastes, as yet unseen — 

Beholds depart what trial spared ; 

Sees hopes, that lingered, turn to dust ; 
And yet, for wo by woes prepared, 

The storm but drives her to her Trust. 

The neighbors strive, yet all in vain 
Their feeble strife with giant Fire ; 

The servant freed will despot reign, 
And show how grovelings may aspire. 
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They gaze, nor heed the bell that calls, 
Entreating, to the house of prayer ,* — 

She hears, and on her spirit falls, 
Like balm, the invitation there. 

In my mind's eye, I see her kneel 
Where hope is strengthened from above ; 

Those trickling tears her joy reveal, 
For that her trial comes in love. 

And she is taught in Sorrovir's school, 
On Heaven, alone, her feet to stay ; 

And takes, for her's, the Psalmist's rule— 
In grief or gladness still to pray. 
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I AM NOT WHAT I OUGHT TO BE. 

I AM not wbat I ought to be ; — 
Imperfect, changeful, in my love ; 
My Saviour, make me more like Thee, 
And fitter for my home above. 

I am not what I toish to be ; 
I surely choose the righteous way, 
And would from evil thoughts be free. 
And holier grow from day to day. 

I am not what I hope to be ; 

I soon shall lay this body down ; 

And in my perfect spirit see 

The Wearer of Redemption's crown. 



When I am what I ought to be, 
And what I wish and hope to win, 
X 'II praise the Love, that followed me 
Through sloughs and sinks, and brought mc in. 
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A TOKEN FROM WASHINGTON. 

Thou hast a treasure in thy thought, 

O man of many years ! 
It stirs a secret spring, whence flows 

Alternate smiles and tears. 



And thus he spoke : *• In Peril's day, 
When fields were nobly won, 

I, with the foremost stood, who stood 
With glorious Washington. 

When ceased the tide, that deeply dyed 
The grass of Monmouth red. 

And ceased the hailing balls, I knelt, 
All bleeding, with the dead. 

Alone ? O no ! for still I waved 

In triumph to the sky, 
My country's stars and stripes ; my oath 

Was thus to do, or die. 
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Hx thanked me — yes ! where flashed the files 
Of Freedom's stem-lipped men ; 

My hair is white — that token warms 
My heart this hoar as then." 

I heard and blashed ; for in the ranks, 
Where, to avenge His loss, 

The soldiers of Immanuel march 
To battle for the Cross ; 

I, like a coward, often lose 

My courage for the fight ; 

And Faith forgets their starry prize 

Who keep the good sword bright. 

And yet the crown for him who grasps 

His colors, on that field. 
Nor flies, though others round him fly. 

Nor yields, though legions yield — 

The token for the heart, that keeps 

Its citadel from sins. 
The " Good and Faithful " to the man 

That perseveres and wins, 
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The world, drawn up in flaming files, 
Shall see when Christ appears. 

Hast tAotf not, soul ! a thought, to wake 
Alternate smiles and tears? 



THAT AT THE NAME OF JESUS EVERY 
KNEE SHOULD BOW. 

Thst shall bow, they shall bow ; yet not as they 

knelt, 
In a Presence' by Pagans unknown and unfelt ; 
They shall give Him the worship by knowledge 

refined — 
The love of the soul with the light of the mind. 

They shall bow, they shall bow ; yet not, to their 
loss, 
^ At the jewel and tinsel and wood of the Cross ; 
Intense is his rapture, and nearer than Rome, 
Who finds at the feet of the Saviour his home. 
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They shall bow, they shall bow ; not with Aaron 

the Priest, 
In temples of gold with the viol and feast ; 
The breast-plate is dimmed and the mitre put by 
Where Jesus in hovels hears Magdalen's siglu 



They shall bow, they shall bow, who as foes feel 
His yoke, 

Where the shriek of their torment ascends with 
the smoke ; 

They shall bow, ihey shall bow, who as follow- 
ers own 

That the Lord of their love is the King on the 
throne. 



They shall bow, — all shall bow; His the com- 
pact He made ; 

'Twas for this in the manger and tomb that He 
laid; 

The fruit of his travail to Him shall be given, — 

The satisfied Monarch of Earth, Hell and Heaven. 
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They shall bow, — we shall bow ; in honor or 

shame ; 
Confessing in songs or in sorrows His Name ; — 
And hotOj where His universe renders the knee, 
In music or mourning, my brother, shall ws ? 
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SUNDAY AT PLYMOUTH, MASS. 

»T 18 good for xa to rest to-day, 

And keep the precept well ; 
>Ti8 good in village chnrch to pray, 

At warning of the bell. 

'T is good in fair and noble towns, 

By brilliant thoasands trod, 
Or where the forests wear their crowns, 

To stay and worship God. 

»T is good upon the bounding seas 

To pray with soul and lip ; 
God spies the sailor on his knees. 

Aboard the merchant ship. 

And herey where our forefathers sleep, 
Who crossed of yore the waves, 

'Tis good the Sabbath day to keep 
Among their ancient graves. 
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>T is good to dwell where they have dwelt ; 

'Tis good awhile to stay 
ABd pray at altars where they knelt, 

As they were wont to pray. 



Though from our rites the thoughtful eye 
May Mranderj where are seen 

The tokens of the dead, that lie 
In ranks of summer green : 



Who, while we wait upon the Lord, 

That blessings may distil. 
For us, their sons, keep watch and ward 

On yonder silent hill : 



We (as did they) in pilgrimage 
Lean on these Sabbath hours ; 

Theirs, in each past eventful stage, 
O present God, be ours ! 
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TO THE REV. J- 



OP BOSTON. 



" No fkUier ot raotfier can look ott tlie doetrim of the Atoae- 
ment, and nj : < I will talra that doctnoe into my frmUj, and 
pfactioe upon it at a parent. '—Could there be fcond a mooiter 
to do 10, he would be excluded from Mcietj.'* — J*Voii» An. 
J. P.'$ Spndt at lft« Unitarian OonvmHun in Prowidtne$, 
R. I., Oct., 1843. 



Mt brother ! — sach by common ties — 
I marvel that thy tongue of flame, 

So apt for truths that men should prize, 
So bold for Freedom's glorious name, 

Could, on a theme above them all, 

Let words so daring, dreadfnl, fall. 



The voice that soothed the weary mind, 
The trumpet -tone that nerved the arm— 

By turns impetuous, scornful, kind. 
To crime a scouige, to sorrow balm — 

Are these to aid the wily foe t 

From tA«4 did Truth expect the blow ? 
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Yet, if indeed the lip and pen 
That urged so high the spirit's flight, 

Are eager, now, the hopes of men 
To qnench in depths of horrid night — 

If thou, for self, wilt choose but loss, 

Spuming the treasures of the Cross, — 

Keep thou the way of song and flowers, 
That, through a worid of sin and blight, 

Leads only where red Sinai lowers, 
Whose lightnings blast, whose thunders fright ; 

At Calvary ~ while they blaze and roll —• 

I on THS Atoivbmbnt stake my soul! 
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THE CHRISTIAN SUFFERER .♦ 

I ciJTNOT count her sick, whose mind 
Lnzuriates in perpetual health ; 
I cannot count her poor, whose kind 
Protector dowers with wondrous wealth. 

I cannot think of searching pain 

That racks the bone, and gnaws the flesh, 

And tasks the leach's art in vain, 

And intermits to plague afresh ~- 

And with permitted, fearful power, 
Spins the poor body like a toy ; 
As though some imp of hell his hour 
Improved, a victim to destroy. 



* Allartinp to a caw or extnordtnary protracted mfictinf in 
the penonofayouug lady at Salem, Maak Truly, In tlie mb- 
llme language of the Protestant Episcopal ritual, *' the Peace 
or God keeps the heart and miud" of the Chrstian, la bodily 
BufferingB, " in the Iraowledge and love of God, and of hb Son 
Jesus Christ ; " to whom be praise, Amen I 



POBX8. 



919 



I cannot think of these; Hook 
Upon that countenance, serene, 
And read in that illumined book 
What sanctified afflictions mean. 

And dwell I on that calm repose, 
Those eyes that speak of chastened will ; 
And leani how surely Heaven bestows 
Its cure for every earthly ill. 

Health, bliss and gold, and friends and fame, 
Without a Christ — O world, are thine ; 
Those pangs and shrieks — that writhing frame, 
And that sweet " peace of God " be mine .' 
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SONGS OF THE VATICAN.* 
I. 

WORSHIP MAKT ! — WORSHIP CHRIST ! 



** Tt b written, Thoa thalt mnhip the Lord ihj God, tDd 
Hxic OVX.T th&lt thou Mrre." — St. Lnxx, zv, 8. 



" O ! 'tit a tweet and lovely tight 

To tee a band of children gather, 
And round the altar all in white, 

Bow, angel-Iike, to Ood their Father. 

All thoughta tubdued, and bridled glce^ 

Their Tcry loolc it itiil and waxy. 
At, Joining in the Litany, 

They breathe the holy name of Mart.'* 

Homan QuhoUe Hymnt^ London ASfion. 



O, RATHER, bring thy sacred songs 
To Jesus Christ, thine elder Brother ; 

Nor homage that to Him belongs, 
Yield, in thy- folly, to another. 

* More property, perhapt, " Songi /or the Vatican," u dMy 
hare net yet bean aaeepted by the Holy Bee. 
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For, why should Childhood's pleasant voice, 
Whose tones Great Nature makes to vary 

So musically sweet, rejoice 
In Litanies to Holy Mary? 

Can a weak woman, whose own sin 
Required the wondrous bath of healing. 

Thee from temptation^s sorcery win — 
Or hear in Heaven her votary, kneeling ? 

Or, is the Virgin Mother's care, 

Thy daily bounteous table spreading ? 
Or does her eye detect the snare fing? 

Screened by the flowers where thou art tread- 
Will her ascended spirit bend 

From battlements, while thou art sleeping, 
And leave high service to attend 

The helpless child whom God is keeping ? 

Or, will she, in thy dying hour, 
Spread o'er thee her maternal pinion, 

And shield thee from the grave's strong power, 
And bid thee shout o'er hell's proud minion ? 
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O no ! — " the sweet and lovely sight " 
Is, to see holy children gather 

(Washed in the Saviour's criinson white) 
In prayer around their common Father : 

To breathe His name, His kindly aid 
Invoke, to guide where footsteps falter ; 

Safe, only safe when foes invade, 
In Christ's own arms, at His own altar. 



n. 

CAST OUT THX BIBLB.* 

Cast out the Bible from the schools, 

" Douay " and " James," of which they prate. 

Nor let the little whimpering fools 

Pore over precepts that we hate. 

* The New York Comraerclal AdvertiMr infonu in, that the 
Ronmnbta hare exciaded the Bibl« fifom the largeit of tho Di» 
tzlet School! of that city. 
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Has not the troubling page of God 
Forewarned them of the Antichrist? 
And plainly marked the path of blood 
We take to power and gold, unpriced ? 

Has not the Puritanic pen 
In lines of lightning traced our doom? 
And from their slumbers startled men 
Who spurn the proffered yoke of Rome ? 

Too long by covert smiles we 've sought 
Our steady purpose to obtain ; 
Bethink ye what the chukch has taught, 
And boldly strike, if ye would gain. 

This heritage to which we look, 
And grapple with our chains of steel, 
Shall we surrender to a Book ? 
No ! by Saint Peter's key and seal. 

NO ! NO ! ten thousand faithfitl shout ; 
Crusaders ! be the Cross unfurled 
From home and school to cast it out, 
And win to Rome the Western World. 
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THB BiLPTISM OF THB BBLL. 

Comb ! baptize the bell ; — 
First, each bosom search, 

All your sins expel — 
Bring it now within the church. 

God-ftither! god-mother! 

Vow to Holy Dame : 
Wet with Cross, sign with Chrism, 

In the Triune Name. 

Father, Son, and Spirit, 

For thy blessed sake, 
May it grace inherit 

Ne'er to break ! 



Three strokes with the clapper ! 

Three strokes by the priest ! 
Ood-father, god-mother, 

Three strokes at the least ! 
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Bell, baptized, at its sound 

Lurking devils fly the field ; 
Toll !. toll ! tortured soul, 

Purgatory! yield. 

When its silvery music soundeth 

Softly, sadly, on the ear. 
Burial, bridal, fast or festal. 

Holy Mary, hear ! 

Genuflexion, now, and kiss 

Reverently kneel ! 
Avfe Mary ! — kiss the bell ! 

Kiss the wheel I 
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IV. 

TRB IDOL MXrSKinC. 

Come hither, thou ! 
Whose heart rejecteth Wisdom's voice, 

And see to what that heart will bow, 
When left to Folly's choice. 

Come hither, thou ! 
Of Gentile feet, for Zion shod. 

With songs, that thy wild olive-bough 
Is grafted into God. 

With songs, that Christ 
Shall of His soul's sore travail see ; 

And kneeling nations, from the highest 
To lowest, His will be. 

Enter ! — thou 'It meet 
Strange fellowship of monstrous sin ; 
Enter ! — for Papal, Pagan feet, 
By proxy, are wiiliin. 
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Come ! for the spoils 
Of harlot Rome shall meet thy view ; 

And her stem InquUition's toils 
Of fagot| rack, and screw. 

Come ! for thine eyes 
Shall rest on Juggernaut, whose car 

Crushed millions, ere from Indian skies 
Beamed Bethlehem's sacred Star. 

Gaze on ! — for this 
Is Mary^s ring, that Bonner's axe ; 
And rosary, to count and kiss, 
And cross on jewelled pax.* 

Thou handiest here 
Tlie war-club from the Negro land ; 

And Burmali's Boodh, and Zealand's spear, 
And gods of Ceylon's strand. 

* Pax — A piece of board, baTin; the inmge of ChxiK upoa 
the Crou on it, which the people, before the Reformalioii, iiaed 
to Uu after the wrvice waa ended ; that oeremooy beiuf coudd* 
ered as tlie ki« of peace. 



226 poxxft. 

And thoQ may*8t dip 
Thy fingers in this holy bowl, 

And to yon image touch thy lip 
With avis for thy soul. 

Enough ! — our tears 
We give to ignorance and sin ; 

But Guilt, instructed, causeth fears 
That hell may haply win. 

HelPs flag unfiiried 
From Labrador to far Japan, 

These trophies of a ruined worid 
Show thee, O thoughtful Man ! 

Thou see*8t press 
The Pagan load, (nor is it small,) 

But o*er her crimes, btqttized^ confess 
That Roicx outweighs them all. 



> 
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V. 

PAPAL W0B8BIP. 

Mt morning song shall Grod address, 
Whose love lay round me all the night ; 

My evening hymn will duly bless 
My Shield through all the hours of light. 

Alone, alone, I trust in Him ; 

And faith assures my trust is right, 
As well when doubts my prospects dim, 

As when the star of hope is bright. 

But when the early dewdrops lie 

In every humble floweret's cup, 
Or when the later twilight sky 

Gives sign to shut its petals up, 

Why should my thanks, from Heaven withheld. 

Be murmured at an idol shriue 
To some ascetic seer of eld. 

Or merry monk of modem time ? 
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Or when in depths my spirit faints, 
Or, rallying, mounts with eagle wing, 

Why should I call on rotten saints. 
Or psalms to pickled relics sing ? 

Or why, when faithless man deceives, 
To Woman lift complaining eye ? 

Or fondly deem that who receives 
Her queenly favor wins the sky ? 

" Will God," said one, " in very deed, 
In temples dwell ? " — I ask, will Ho 

Take pleasure in a little bead 
Doled out to Him on rosary ? 

Will He approve the kiss, imprest 
On marble, by the serfs of Rome ? 

Or water, signed on face and breast. 
That water sadly miss at home ? 

I own the Pencil's power — its art 
To keenly •wakened sense appeals — 

But will He bless the sensual heart 
That but in Rafiaelle's presence feels ? 
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I love the ChisePs skill, and think 

Its true creations all unpriced — 
Bat will not eastern odors stink, i 

Burnt only to a sculptured Christ ? 

And will the Omnipresent Mind, 
Whose seat is light, whose way is dark, 

By trickish mummers be confined 
To pix, or alb, or stole, or ark ? 

Or, swallowed in the ruby wine ? 

Or, mixed in wafer, sans the yeast. 
Thy Saviour, guilty man, and mine ! 

Be eaten, weekly, by a priest ? 

My sins are many — yet if saints 

In glory only lessen them. 
Exceeding all that conscience paints. 

Their number will my soul o'erwhelm. 

My sins are scarlet — and yet these 

I cannot to the Virgin trust ; 
And if I die, unless she please 

As snow to render them, I must. 
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O, why shonld man, consnlting- pride, 
Some part assume of folly's cost, 

And fear to trust the Crucified, 
Who only can restore the lost ? 

And fear, in all its scope, to try 
The love that welcomes the oppxest ; 

And rather choose, without, to die, 
Than enter, live, and be at rest ! 

That Mercy kindly waits to win, 
Is not that I may fall the more ; — 

While Calvary has a bath for sin 
Of soundless depths, without a shore, 

I 'II seek its streams ; yet cannot pay 
With gold, for parchment deeds of Heaven, 

But will on Jesus' title stay 
(Not Peter's) to be much foi^ven. 

Hie Saviour in His passion sighed ; 

He asked relief, who built the globe ~> 
But for it to His Father cried, 

And not to Enoch, Noah, or Job. 



I cannot, though bnt nameless dost, 
Invoke a Helper less than his, 

For only He who formed me IBnt, 
From first to last my Refuge is. 

Go, man ! your ** other lords " address, 
And cleave to falsehoods, if you will, 

JsHOVAH is the Name I bless, 
The Tkiukb God I worship still. 

Alone, alone, I tmst in Him ; 

And Faith assures my trust is right, 
As well when doubts my prospects dim. 

As when the star of hope is bright. 
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VI. 

KBW SNOLAND GIVEN TO SOM>. 



*' I do not know that a Roman Catholk Church has been buSt 
on Plymouth Rock, but! think it likely they will yet put one 
then." — Rev. Leonard Baeon'e S^feedi be/ore tke Fhreign 
EvangeUcal Sbetety, Ntf York, Majf, 1843. 



Why not upon the Plymouth Rock 
Erect the bloody " church of God," 

Whose lordly dome may swell, and mock 
The humble sires below the sod ? 

Why not, where trembled once their prayer. 
Let clamorous consecrated bells 

Swing heavily upon the air. 
With matins, vespers, bridals, knells ? 

Why not let stupid massmen throng, — 
Their scores of feasts and fasts to keep ; 

And give to Mary impious song, 
Where they with God retired, to weep ? 
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Why not stretch Charity so wide, 
Whose garment is of robes the gera — 

That monstrous Papacy may hide 
Its hell of gailt beneath the hem ? 

Why not let our own bones and flesh, 
The children of oar faith and hope, 

Seek, unreproved, the lying mesh 
Wove for their footsteps by the Pope ? 

And what forbiddeth — {Rome '« the same .') 
With us her dungeons, pimps, and spies ? 

And Smithfield fires to hiss and flame 
From every hill-top to the skies ? 

Sons of the Pilgrims ! long has lain 
The bright red sword of Truth in rust ; 

Ope your dull eyes to see the slain. 
Even at your altars, bite the dust. 

Too late! — your speeches, prayers, may not 
Avert one hour, the righteous doom ; 

This heritage, once yours by lot, 
God, in His anger, gives to Rome. 
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WHICH? 

Thk sinner says : " Let Evil rule ; " 

Nor doth his heart rebel 
To see the Devil's purpose done 

On earth, as done in hell. 

The Christian prays : " Let God prevail ; 

To Him be honor given ; 
And be His perfect will obeyed 

On earth, as 't is in Heaven.*' 

One of these prayers, O man, is thine ; 

Thy body to the sod — 
Sink, Spirit ! to thy downward choice, 

Or upward rise to God ! 
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THERE ARE YET FLOWERS. 

Thers are yet flowers in life's wUdemess 

That fling upon the air a sweet perfume, 
And with the charm of Eden-loveliness 

Soothe man's sojoumings to the quiet tomb. 
None live, so hopeless, abject, and unknown 

As nor to covet, nor to gather these. 
They cluster every where, and round him still 
Their presence throw, who seeks to be alone. 

And yet their sweets no witchery have to please 
The Proud, that careless pluck with wanton will. 
Fairest of lingerers in earth's sunny bowers ; 

The delicate, not found amid the throng — 
The pleasant solacers of hidden hours — 

Still, still, be mine, ye Blossomings of Song ! 
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VIEWING THE SPIRE OF THE NEW 
CHURCH IN CAMBRIDGEPORT. 

Cambridge ! thou hast a gentle name, 

And pleasantly it foils 
On hearts that treasure up the fame 

Of Harvard's ancient halls. 

Yet dearer than the Muse's seat, 

I own the rising shrine 
That indicates his sure retreat 

Who flies the Southern Iiine. 

Now praise to Him who calls up friends — 

Sworn foes to trade in hlood — 
To build where Freedom's Refuge blends 

With Altars for our God! 

And shame to him, of aspect grave, 

The Levite — who, in pride, 
Peers at the wounded, weeping slave, 

And takes " the other side ! " 
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THE FLAG STAFF.* 

O Saviour ! Thou ! the Hope and Stay 
Of those on land that pilgrims be, — 

O Omnipresent ! who alway 
Art with the Sailor far at sea, — 

Round uSf in mercy, fold thy power ; 

Shield him in Peril's awful hour. 

While on the pinions of the mom 
He flies to North or Southern zone, 

Cleaves Indian seas, or, round the Horn, 
Seeks latitudes and lands unknown, — 

Let him, beneath Thy present eye. 

Feel that he cannot from Thee fly. 

And feel that he is safe whom Thou 
Dost cover with protecting shield ; 

We feel it, know it, and we bow 
In faith, where we in hope have kneeled, 

And to our Father tell our fear ; 

Our Father ! Thou ! Thy children hear. 

• Note A. 
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We Ve looked, from the horizon's dip, 
To see ihe slender mast ascend, 

Till — spars and sails — our gallant ship 
Was all revealed, a blessed friend ! 

We Ve watched at eariy coming day j 

We 've watched at twilight's fading ray. 

And many a longing eye has sought 
The signal on our sentry staff, 

And listening ears have almost caught 
Across the waves the joyous laugh 

That to obli^^on gives his pain, 

Who sees his native shores again. 

Thy will be done ! — though here we meet 
In doubt and tears and broken prayer, 

And lay before the Mercy-seat 
Our sighs and sadness, hope and care. 

O, Thou who round us foldest power. 

Shield him in Peril's awful hour .' 
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THE PROTESTANT EPISCOPAL BISHOP 
OF ILLINOIS.* 

Thsbb are, among the soldiery of man, 
Enlisted by the Captain for His work~- 
Some few, within whom mighty fires do lurk, 
Which, breaking out, show plainly that the plan 
Of high emprize, calls them to take the van. 
Minds, in whose presence Mind that seldom 

thinks, 
Rebnked, into its native limit shrinks, 
Unable, their unmeasured depths to scan. 
From envious fools such may receive the scorn 
With which fools fain would salve their dignity ; 
But Tim®) the Toiler — in whose silent wheel 
Unseemly Night revolved — turns out the Mom 
Of Beauty on them. Such, at length, on Thee 
Breaking — thy piety and worth reveal ! 

* On reading hii " Reminiicenees." 



u 
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THE PILGRIMAGE — THE CONFLICT. 

z. 

Six hnndred imllions bound for PHgbt, 

Reluctant Truth has given ; 
Two hundred millions in the sight 

Of Charity, for Heaven : — 
Yet of this pittance, say, are all 
Redeemed by Blood from Enror*s thrall ? 

zi. 

Book of the Future ! though thy lids 
To open, Reason me forbids, 

Yet Reason tells me, too : 
Of these two htmdred millions, half 
God winnows from the worthless chaff, 

And shows a remnanty^ / 

in. 

The Angel, whose Behest shall save, 
Through the wide Heaven flies ; 

Legions of warring heralds wave 
The broad-sword of the skies : — 
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Dove of the Lord ! whose snow- wings dip 

In streams of Endless Life— 
Tu ffom / unless the heart and lip 

Thov touchest for the strife. 



SLIPS. 



Thxt say H is dangerous to ascend 
The giddy steeps of wealth or fame ; — 

Yet him I count a chosen friend, 
Who, harmless, leads me down the some. 



For, turning from those shining heights, 
We 're apt to halt upon the thigh ; 

And grieve to see our fair delights 
For ever from the landscape fly. 
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Unreconciled our etabbom pride, 
Rebellious with the heart and lip, 

There 'e danger down the slippery side, 
That our weak footsteps catch a slip.* 

To sense, 'tis difficuk, I own. 
Some unexpected good to meet— 

To sit, unmoved, in Fortune's throne, 
And walk on gold with steady feet. 

More difficult, I deem his ways 
Whom Trial sternly bids come down ; 

I praise the first; him most I praise, 
Who, honealjfi abides its frown. 

• •' It b a hard matter," nid Prudence, "fbr a maa te fo 
down into the Valley ofHuiDiUadon, and to catch no dip hj the 
waj." Bo be began to go down, but Teiy variljr ; jet ha 
caught a ilip or two. •— Th4 FUgrim't Progr»u, 
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TO MY MOTHER IN NEW ENGLAND. 



Six yean have come, six yean have flown, 

My Mother ! since we met ; 
And though this heart has wept alone, 

It never could forget 
The happy hours of infancy, 

Those houn unknown to care — 
When sheltered in a Mother's lovo 

It fondly nestled there. 



Mother ! I well remember thou 

Wouldst smile upon thy boy ; 
And warmly on his childish brow. 

Imprint the kiss of joy. 
I wondered why my gladness then 

Was changed to sudden fear, 
When on my glowing cheek I felt 

The traces of a tear. 
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And Memory lingers at the hour 

When, leaving all my play, 
I sought her presence from whose smiles 

I was not wont to stray. 
I was a " Mother-Boy" I knew, 

Yet was I much to blame ? 
For pleasure of the heart like this, 

The world has not a name. 



I slept — but thou cooldst not, for oft 

My sleep, unquiet, told 
Of sickness stealing o'er my frame, 

And midnight saw thee hold 
Thy child within thy wearied arms. 

Whilst thou, to Nature true, 
Wouldst soothe my frequent pain with all 

A Mother^s love could do. 

Long years have wandered by since then, 

And I have sped my way 
Far from New England's hills, where I 

First hailed the laughing day ; 
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Yet, Mother! tniant thought retiuiu 

And lingers oA with thee ; 
Hast thou not, O my parent, yet 

A blessing left for me ? 



Thou art not what thou wast, for ag« 

Has silvered o^er thy hair ; 
Thine eye is dim, thy cheek Lb pale — 

Time sets his signet there ; 
Yet dearer, dearer to this heart, 

Thy reverend hoary head, 
My Mother ! than the auburn locks 

That youth upon thee shed. 



How could it fail to touch my heart 

With filial thought, when I 
Knew it was care for me that paled 

Thy cheek, and dimmed thine eye ? 
Yes, eloquent the tender glance 

That thou dost turn on me ; 
Dimly, yet kindly — in that look, 

How much of love I see ! 
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Be it my lot to smooth the way, 

Before thy pilgrim feet ; 
And cause the heart that yearned for me, 

Long, long with hope to beat. 
Be it my lot to pillow where 

Thou seek'st thy last repose ; 
One little flower shall mark the spot — 

The simple church-yard rose. 

Philaddi^ia, 1823. 
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6ETHSEMANE. 

>Ti8 Midnight — and on Olive's brow 
The Btar w dimmed that lately shone ; 

'Tis Midnight — in the garden now, 
The suflering Saviour prays alone. 

'Tis Midnight — and from all removed, 
Immannel wrestles, lone, with fears ; 

E'en the disciple that he loved 
Heeds not his Master's grief and tears. 

'T is Midnight — and for others' guilt 
The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood ; 

Yet He, that hath in anguish knelt. 
Is not forsaken by His God : 



*Ti8 Midnight — from the heavenly plains, 
Is borne the songs that angels know ; 

Unheard by mortals are the strains 
That sweetly soothe the Saviour's wo. 



1821. 
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NOTE A. 



**TBa FZ.AO Stafv." Thete Tenet, beinf a raspoaee to 
a vaqoeit bom an eateemed Mend, I ham aappoaod would 
b* nM»t aceeptaUa if the drcumataneet whkh elidlcd nich a 
Prajer wen prefixed ; eepecially aa they an of an Inlareadnf 
chancier. The following letter ia accordingly eobjoiiied. 

i«ntfiKfal, July Cdk, 1812. 
BsT. Wk. B. Tavpav : 

Dmr Sbr—Tben an in 1117 ehonh and congrefadon 
many females whoie hiubandi epend roost of their time at aea. 
From the " Lookout " upon our iMnuee we eee a noble iliip leave 
OUT bai and disappear in the distant lioriaoa, Imowinf tint 
from three to lour yean must eiapae en that slrip can retora 
from its lonf and arduous Toyage. It must pass through the 
.humbg heat of the tropics, encounter tlie stoims and ieebeiga 
of " Tlie Cape," cruise among tlie coral reefs of the Paeille, and 
its offieen and cnw must attack, in fearful conflict, those levia* 
thans of the deep, who, by one sweep of the tail, cnn toes a boaC 
with iu whole craw fifteen or twenty teH into the air. It is 
upon such enterprises that many wiTes and motlienin my par* 
iah see their husbands depart. It not uni^uenlly happeni, 
tliat eighteen montha pass while not one word is heard fiom the 
absent luisband and father, who is fiidng those dangers In the 
distant aolttttdes of the ocean. As soon as from our telegraphic 
station a Cape Horn ship is dimly disdnguished In the hoifaoa. 
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tk* burner of tk* Unitsd Btatet ■tieam from oar Flaf Buff, 
umoaodnf the tut to the inhaUtutti of tho town. You maj 
taurine the emotioni which that night moat wnd to many 
dweUiaft. Some, whose hobands hare been abient from three 
to fiwr jean, hope that it ie the rignal of their retom. Otiien, 
who hare iieard no tidinga from tlie abeent fer man j monthe, 
hope lor inteliigenee, and know not wliether thej are to hear 
tiding! of proeperitj or wo. Soon, by telegraphic rignal, the 
name of tlie ebip ie annoanced. And then tlie wife, who has 
been praying fbr her alaent partner be weary yean, and hat 
heard no tidinga from him for many montha, wait* in anxioua 
aoapenae, hour after iiour, uncertain whether ahe ia again to aee 
the laee, and liear the voice of her beloTed companion, or to r^ 
ceive the intelligence that die ia a widow, and her children or* 
phana. TIm outer door opena. The Ibotatepa of a man art 
heard la the entry. Ia it her huaband, or aome one to announce 
lo her that lier huaband ia dead— periiapa tlial Iw found a grave 
in the ocean, or on a heathen ihore, more tlian a year ago ? 

I could nil many abeeta with indde n ta of the moat affecting 
nature, which have eccuned ainee I have been upon thia ialand. 
At our monthly concert of prayer far aeamen, which ia regularly 
obaenred, we not unfrequently have nx hundred penona pre** 
cut— our large lectore-room crowJed to overflowing. I have 
oecaaioaally invited thoae ladiea of oar congregation whoaa 
haabaada fiiUew the aeaa, lo meet at my honae lor a aodal r»> 
IlghHis latervicw. At our laat meeting then wers seventy 
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Mjr oltfect in nwUnf thk itateiiMiit ii to Mlidt of jmi tb« 
bror to raruiah us with • fev venet to linf atooe of then metu 
ing*. I Uim over the Tariooi hpaa booka in Tain for mnj lUnf 
which meeti the oeeaaion. If 70a can find time to ezpieei a 
few of your tbou(fata end emotaona upon tUa aubjeet, in 
yon will eontflbute to (he enjoyment of tlMiaa who need 
thy, and greatly oblige your raj abieevB firiend and brother in 
theGoapel, 

Joan 8. C. Abbott. 



• ,• The flnl ataua of «« Chiiitian PeUowaUp,** page IM, ii 
qiioted from Montgomery. The quotation narka ahould in* 
dude, (as they did bi my MS,) the linl line. Page 183, 8ih 
Hne from top : '* Faat JUI* iu mly ataJi;" ahould be, ** Fkat 
yWtoiUontyataff.'* 
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